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preface 


In  sending  out  this  little  book  I  have 
in  mind  the  many  questions  which  vex 
the  earnest  Christian  and  often  disturb 
the  hours  of  devotion.  The  form  of 
the  queries  may  vary,  but  the  problems 
are  ever  the  same. 

The  answers  can  lay  no  claim  to 
learning  or  to  deep  theological  knowl- 
edge. I  have  given  in  the  simplest 
language  the  solutions  which  have 
come  to  me  and  proved  most  helpful 
in  my  personal  experience  and  in  my 
ministry.  If,  through  God's  blessing, 
they  may  serve  to  quiet  any  troubled 
child  of  the  dear  Father,  and  make  the 
journey  easier  and  happier,  I  shall  feel 
that  my  prayers  are  answered. 

The  substance  of  many  of  these 
pages  appeared  in  The  Congregation- 
alist  a  few  years   ago,  and  some  of 
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the  questions  came  to  me  by  Letter. 
In  this  permanent  form  perhaps  the 
desired  good  mav  be  more  far-reaching 
and  lasting. 

F.  W.  T. 

Church  of  the  II <>/;/  Trinity, 

Phihuhlphin, 

Trinity -tide,  1903. 
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I 
Iknowtng  (Ebrtst 


Ilmowing  Cbrist 

I  have  almost  lost  the  realization  of 
the  presence  of  Christ  in  my  every-day 
life,  and  I  am  afraid  I  have  lost  in  great 
measure  the  reality  of  it  also.  How 
can  I  get  it  again  ? 


By  practice,  my  dear  friend.  The 
religious  life  follows  very  closely  the 
common  life  in  its  laws,  for  God  would 
have  us  know  how  perfectly  natural 
our  relationship  to  Him  may  be.  If 
you  walked  by  your  friend's  side  and 
did  not  say  a  word  to  him,  it  would 
become  more  and  more  difficult  for 
you  to  speak  to  him.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  more  you  speak  the  easier 
it  becomes.     So  with  the  dear  God. 
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Speak  to  Him  about  everything  that 
comes  to  you.  Say,  "Good-morning, 
dear  Master,1'  when  you  awake.  Ask 
Jlis  help  constantly,  even  in  little 
things.  Say  to  Him,  quietly,  again 
and  again  as  you  work  or  walk,  "  Dear 
Lord !  "  Speak  to  Him  all  the  time, 
and  see  how  near  He  will  seem. 

You  never  can  lose  God,  and  He 
never  will  lose  you.  If  you  do  not 
realize  His  near  presence,  speak,  and 
hear  His  answer.  At  first  it  may  seem 
formal,  because  it  is  so  long  since  you 
have  spoken ;  but  it  will  soon  become 
natural  and  easy,  and  great  peace  will 
result.  Do  it  voluntarily  and  it  will 
soon  become  involuntary.  Only  un- 
forgiven  sin  can  shadow  the  way  be- 
tween God  and  His  children. 


Dear  Lord,  if  I  do  not  know  Thee,  it 
is  surely   my    fault,   not  Thine.      For 
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Thou  dost  know  me,  and  Thou  dost 
long  to  have  me  know  Thee.  Help 
me  to  speak  to  Thee  often.  May  my 
first  thoughts  and  my  best  thoughts 
be  associated  with  Thee.  And  speak 
Thou  to  me,  my  Master,  even  when  I 
forget  Thee,  and  so  call  me  back  to  a 
knowledge  of  Thy  dear  presence. 
Amen. 


FATHER,  LEAD  ON! 

My  Father  God,  lead  on  ! 
Calmly  I  follow  where  Thy  guiding  hand 
Directs  my  steps.     I  would  not  trembling  stand. 
Though  all  before  the  way 
Is  dark  as  night,  I  stay 
My  soul  on  Thee,  and  say : 
Father,  I  trust  Thy  love  :  lead  on. 

Just  as  Thou  wilt :  lead  on  ! 
For  I  am  as  a  child,  and  know  not  how 
To  tread  the  starless  path  whose  windings  now 
Lie  hid  from  mortal  ken. 
Although  I  know  not  when 
Sweet  day  will  dawn  again, 
Father,  I  wait  Thy  will :  lead  on. 
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I  ask  not  why  :  lead  on  ! 
Mislead  Thou  canst  not.     Though  through  days  of 

grief 
And  nights  of  anguish,  pangs  without  relief, 
Or  fears  that  would  o'erthrow 
My  faith,  Thou  bidst  me  go, 
Thy  changeless  love,  I  know, 
Father,  my  soul  will  keep  :  lead  on. 

With  Thee  is  light :  lead  on  ! 
When  dank  and  chill  at  eve  the  night-mists  fall, 
O'erhanging  all  things  like  a  dismal  pall, 
The  gloom,  with  dawn,  hath  fled ; 
So,  though  'mid  shades  I  tread, 
The  dayspring  o'er  my  head, 
Father,  from  Thee  shall  break:  lead  on. 

Thy  way  is  peace :  lead  on  ! 
Made  heir  of  all  things,  I  were  yet  unblest 
Didst  Thou  not  dwell  with  me  and  make  me  rest 
Beneath  the  brooding  wing 
That  Thou  dost  o'er  me  fling, 
Till  Thou  thyself  shalt  bring, 
Father,  my  spirit  home  :  lead  on. 

Thou  givest  strength  :  lead  on  ! 
I  cannot  sink  while  Thy  right  hand  upholds, 
Nor  comfort  lack  while  Thy  kind  arm  enfolds. 
Through  all  my  soul  I  feel 
A  healing  influence  steal, 
While  at  Thy  feet  I  kneel, 
Father,  in  lowly  trust :  lead  on. 
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'Twill  soon  be  o'er :  lead  on ! 
Left  all  behind,  earth's  heartaches  then  shall  seem 
Even  as  memories  of  a  vanished  dream ; 
And  when  of  griefs  and  tears 
The  golden  fruit  appears, 
Amid  the  eternal  years, 
Father,  all  thanks  be  Thine  !     Lead  on ! 

— Ray  Palmer,  D.  D. 
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II 
Zhe  Spiritual  Xife 


Hbe  Spiritual  Xife 

What  is  meant  by  the  Spiritual  Life  ? 


It  is  the  life  in  which  God  is  su- 
preme, the  constant  thought,  the  un- 
failing guide.  When  Nicodemus  came 
to  Jesus  he  began,  with  his  poor  Phar- 
isaic ideas,  to  boast  of  the  outward,  the 
material.  But  Christ  stopped  him  with 
the  assertion  that  a  new  birth,  a  birth 
into  the  spiritual  life,  was  necessary 
before  any  one  could  understand  the 
truth.  The  mere  life  of  duty,  of  keep- 
ing laws  and  obeying  rules,  is  not  suf- 
ficient; a  machine  can  be  made  to  do 
that.  It  is  a  question  of  the  heart,  of 
real  devotion  to  the  highest  and  best 
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thought  and  action ;  only  as  a  man 
loves  God  can  he  really  serve  Him. 
Morality  is  not  satisfactory  to  God. 
Jesus  Christ  taught  that  the  Pharisee, 
who  was  morally  perfect,  and  the  rich 
young  man,  who  was  a  strict  follower 
of  the  Commandments,  fell  far  below 
the  poor,  sinful  publican  who  felt  his 
need  of  God,  or  the  poor  fallen  woman 
who  loved  much  because  forgiven 
much.  To  be  spiritual  is  to  live  in 
conscious  nearness  to  God. 

The  spiritual  man  obeys  the  moral 
law,  he  goes  to  church  and  worships, 
he  does  his  duty,  but  these  are  results ; 
he  does  them  because  he  loves  God. 
They  are  not  his  religion,  but  they  are 
the  natural  fruits  of  his  religion.  We 
need  to  learn  this  lesson.  80  manv 
men  think  they  are  religious  because 
thev  are  honest.  They  cannot  seem  to 
see  that  there  is  no  soul  in  honesty  un- 


Cbe  Spiritual  %itc 

less  it  is  the  result  of  love.  If  a  man  is 
honest  because  "honesty  is  the  best 
policy,"  I  would  not  trust  him  with  my 
pocketbook.  If  he  is  honest  because 
he  cannot  bear  to  do  what  the  God  he 
loves  asks  him  not  to  do,  then  I  can 
trust  him  with  everything.  This  is  a 
large  subject,  but  its  root  lies  herein : 
that  a  new  life,  a  spiritual  life,  is 
necessarjr  if  a  man  would  enter  the 
kingdom. 


Lord,  I  would  live  this  life !  The 
life  of  thinking  and  doing  and  getting 
and  having  cannot  satisfy  me.  My 
heart  aches  in  loneliness  and  hunger. 
Nothing  of  wealth  or  power  cheers  me. 
I  come  to  Thee  as  the  only  Reason,  the 
only  Power,  the  only  Guide.  Take  me 
as  I  am  and  make  me  what  Thou 
wouldst  have  me  be.  Forgive  me  for 
my  ignorance  and  folly,  and  lead  me 
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into  wisdom  and  character.  And  let 
me  know  that  nothing  is  worth  while 
without  Thee.     Amen. 


THOU  ART   MY   GOD 
I 

Thou  art  my  God  !     I  turn  from  earth, 

From  human  idols  flee, 
From  creatures  of  terrestrial  birth, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

Thou  art  my  Sun  !     Through  this  dark  maze 

I  look  to  Thee  for  light, 
And  Thy  divine  and  glorious  rays 

Make  all  around  me  bright. 

Thou  art  my  Hope!     When  clothed  with  gloom 

My  earthly  path  I  see, 
I  look  to  realms  beyond  the  tomb, 

And  hope  alone  in  Thee. 

Thou  art  my  Trust  !     When  friends  deceive, 

I  in  Thy  love  confide  ; 
And  be  my  lot  to  joy  or  grieve, 

I  -till  in  Thee  abide. 

Thou  art  my  Rest !      I  fly  from  grief 
'  care  and  doubt  and  fear, 

And  find  In  ired  relief, 
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Thou  art  my  Rock !     When  all  around 

The  waves  of  sorrow  roll 
With  gloomy  and  with  fearful  sound, 

On  Thee  I  fix  my  soul. 

Thou  art  my  Strength  !     In  weary  hour, 
When  thoughts  despairing  throng, 

I  come  to  Thine  Almighty  power, 
And  in  that  power  am  strong. 

Thou  art  my  Joy  !     I  cast  behind 
The  world,  when  dark  or  bright, 

And  only  in  Thy  fulness  find 
My  soul's  supreme  delight. 

Thou  art  my  Love  !     How  oft  the  death 

Of  human  love  I  see ; 
I  will  not  seek  its  fleeting  breath, 

But  set  my  heart  on  Thee. 

Thou  art  my  All !     Blest  with  Thy  love, 
Enough  that  Thou  art  mine ; 

I  can  desire  no  bliss  above 
That  bliss,  supreme,  divine. 


Ill 
jfattb  an&  Service 


jfaitb  an&  Service 

Have  I  a  right  to  expect  a  rich  and 
abounding  Christian  life  if  I  do  not  by 
personal,  direct,  evangelistic  effort,  and 
by  my  words,  in  addition  to  the  silent 
and  indirect  influence  of  my  life,  rec- 
ommend Christ  to  those  with  whom  I 
am  associated  ? 


The  riches  of  the  Christian  life  re- 
sult from  two  things :  first,  a  conscious- 
ness of  God's  love,  and,  second,  a  pass- 
ing on  of  that  love  to  others.  My  boy 
enjoys  his  gift  at  first  because  I  have 
given  it,  but  soon  his  satisfaction  grows 
weak  unless  he  shares  his  pleasure  with 
another. 

First,  and  always  foremost,  must  be 
our  gratitude  to  the  dear  Lord,  our 

29 


JBcacona  on  Xife's  XDoyaQe 

conscious  nearness  to  Him ;  but  unless 
we  try  to  lead  to  a  like  peace  some  one 
who  needs  it  and  has  it  not,  our  satis- 
faction will  cease.  God's  gifts  increase 
through  sharing.  It  may  depend  upon 
circumstances  how  this  sharing  shall 
be  done.  Some  are  fitted  for  "  direct, 
evangelistic  effort,"  and  some  are  not. 
But  there  is  always  some  way  of  help- 
ing our  fellow-men  if  we  look  for  it. 
Perhaps  your  servant  needs  a  word  of 
cheer.  Perhaps  your  grocer  is  uncon- 
sciously hungry  for  a  message  of  lov- 
ing guidance.  Do  something  "  in  His 
Name "  for  some  one,  with  a  secret 
prayer,  and  you  will  find  the  result 
rich  and  helpful. 


Master,  I  have  been  wonderfully 
selfish.  So  anxious  for  my  own  soul's 
welfare  have  I  been  that  I  could  not 
dream  of  other  souls  waiting  for  me 
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to  bring  them  to  Thee;  so  wrapt  in 
thoughts  of  heaven  that  I  forgot  earth 
and  my  brothers.  Ah,  as  I  see  Thee 
and  Thy  life  I  am  ashamed  to  think 
how  few,  if  any,  I  have  ever  helped 
to  know  Thee.  I  leave  my  soul  with 
Thee  to  keep  it,  while  I  now  go  out 
to  tell  men  how  I  love  Thee  and  ask 
them  to  love  Thee  too.  So  shall  I 
find  my  salvation  fulfilled  in  the  sal- 
vation of  men.     Amen. 


GATHERING  LILIES 

11  My  beloved  is  gone  down  into  His  garden  to  gather  lilies." 
-Solomon's  Song  6:2. 

The  Lord  went  down  to  His  garden,  one  day, 
To  gather  lilies,  the  Scriptures  say, 
And  set  them  again  in  the  borders  green 
That  blossom  the  heavenly  hills  between. 

And  just  as  He  came  in  the  sweet  old  song, 
Year  after  year  He  has  passed  along, 
Seeking  the  bowers  of  the  "  sons  of  men," 
Gathering  now  as  He  gathered  then. 
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A  miser  sat  by  his  bag  of  gold ; 
Hundreds  of  times  were  its  contents  told. 
I've  gathered  the  fragments,  Lord,"  said  he, 
All  for  myself,  and  none  lor  Thee." 

Go,  scatter  it  all,  your  shining  store, 
To  feed  the  hungry  and  clothe  the  poor;  " 
These  were  the  words  that  the  dear  Lord  said  ; 
I'll  gather  you,  then,  for  My  royal  bed." 

And  as  He  went  on  His  shining  way 
He  came  where  another  had  toiled  all  day 
In  the  winter's  cold  and  the  summer's  heat, — 
Was  he  for  the  heavenly  garden  meet  ? 

I  have  builded  churches,  great  and  small, 
For  all  persuasions,  and  given  them  all 
For  the  worship  of  Thee,"  he  pleading  cried. 
Then  the  gentle  voice  of  the  Lord  replied : 

But  you  have  not  offered  a  single  prayer, 
Nor  bowed  your  head  in  those  temples  fair;  " 
And  there  stood  a  tear  in  His  pitying  eye 
As  He  looked  on  the  man,  but  passed  him  by. 

Still  looking  for  lilies,  He  came  a^ain 
Where  another  strayed  from  the  haunts  of  men; 
Trembling,  he  stood  before  the  Lord, 
And  made  this  plea,  says  the  Holy  Word. 
32 
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"  I  had  one  talent,  but  I  was  afraid, 
And  safe  in  this  napkin  it  is  laid ; 
There  now  Thou  canst  take  what  is  just  Thine 

own." 
Then  the  eye  of  the  Master  turned  to  stone, 

And  He  moved  His  lips  these  words  to  say : 
"  Coward  !  thy  talent  I'll  take  away ; 
No  leaf  can  bud  and  no  flower  can  bloom 
On  thy  naked  stem  in  My  heavenly  home." 

Then  He  stood  where  a  pure  and  simple  child 
Sat  humbly  down  by  a  savage  wild, 
And  was  telling  him,  o'er  and  o'er  again, 
How  the  Lord  came  down  to  ransom  men ; 

And  a  radiant  light  from  the  Christ-eyes  fell 
As  He  heard  her  warning  of  death  and  hell. 
"  Lo !  here  is  a  flower  in  My  home  to  set," 
Said  He,  and  His  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet. 

"  Since  thou  hast  told  with  thy  feeble  breath 
The  way  that  a  soul  can  be  saved  from  death, 
Thy  sins,  so  many,  I'll  freely  hide," 
The  Lord,  in  His  loving  kindness,  cried; 

"  And  I'll  gather  you  now,  O  lily  fair; 
Come  up  to  My  garden  and  blossom  there." 

—Mrs.  E.  H.  J.  Cleaveland. 
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principle  an&  practice 

Can  I  indulge  in  theatre-going,  card- 
playing,  and  dancing,  without  harm  to 
my  Christian  life  ? 


The  moment  we  touch  on  these 
moral  issues  we  are  at  a  wall  which 
each  individual  must  scale  for  himself. 
I  can  understand  some  persons  finding 
no  obstacle  to  their  Christian  progress 
in  these  amusements,  while  I  know 
they  would  injure  me  very  quickly. 
The  beauty  of  the  Protestant  faith  is 
that  it  places  responsibility  upon  the 
individual  and  never  allows  him  to 
shift  it.  It  would  be  a  great  relief  if 
I  could  have  some  one  tell  me  what  to 
do  and  what  not  to  do,  but  it  would 
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be  a  relief  for  which  I  would  have  to 
sacrifice  at  once  my  manhood  and  my 
healthy  religion.  Let  no  man  judge 
another,  but  every  man  judge  himself. 
There  are  certain  guides  which  may 
help  us  in  judging  ourselves.  The 
first  is  a  feeling  of  our  own  spiritual 
pulse.  If  I  find  I  am  less  fervent  in 
prayer,  less  eager  to  think  of  and  talk 
to  God,  less  composed  in  my  devotions, 
after  doing  any  of  these  things  men- 
tioned in  the  question  above,  then  they 
must  be  injuring  me.  I  have  no  right 
to  harm  myself  by  anything  I  do. 
Secondl}7",  I  must  be  sure  that  I  am 
not  injuring  any  one  else.  My  liberty 
must  not  become  another  man's  bond- 
age. Thirdly,  I  must  not  neglect  the 
work  or  the  opportunities  of  my  life 
by  any  indulgence  which  robs  me  of 
strength  or  of  too  much  time.  And, 
fourthly,  I  must  be  very  careful  of  the 
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special  circumstances;  a  bad  play  in 
the  theatre  must  certainly  hurt  my 
Christian  life;  dancing  in  mixed  as- 
semblies, in  an  improper  way  and 
with  bad  surroundings,  must  surely 
harm  me. 

In  all  moral  questions  we  must  go  to 
God,  not  man,  and  ask  His  guidance, 
and  then  humbly  follow  His  direction 
without  complaint  and  without  criti- 
cism of  others. 


O  my  Guide,  Thou  knowest  the  per- 
plexities of  my  life.  I  do  not  wish  to 
hurt  myself  or  others  by  my  freedom, 
nor  do  I  wish  to  make  them  think  re- 
ligion a  hard  and  narrow  thing.  So  I 
come  to  Thee,  asking  Thee  always  to 
show  me  what  to  do,  what  not  to  do. 
In  all  the  world  of  joy  let  me  never 
forget  Thee.  In  every  denial  and 
hardness  let  me  think  of  Thee.    And 
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make  me  free  with  Thy  freedom  and 
bound  with  Thy  love.     Amen. 


THE  THINGS  I  MISS 

An  easy  thing,  O  Power  Divine, 

To  thank  Thee  for  these  gifts  of  Thine, 

For  Summer's  sunshine,  Winter's  snow, 

The  hearts  that  burn,  the  thoughts  that  glow  ; 

But  when  shall  I  attain  to  this, 

To  thank  Thee  for  the  things  I  miss  ? 

For  all  young  fancy's  early  gleams, 
The  dreamed-of  joys,  that  still  are  dreams, 
Hopes  unfulfilled  and  pleasures  known 
Through  others'  fortunes,  not  my  own, 
And  blessings  seen  that  are  not  given, 
And  never  will  be,  this  side  Heaven. 

Had  I,  too,  shared  the  joys  I  see, 
Would  there  have  been  a  Heaven  for  me  I 
Should  I  have  felt  Thy  Being  near, 
Had  I  possessed  what  I  hold  dear  ? 
My  deepest  knowledge,  highest  bliss, 
Have  come  perchance  from  things  I  miss. 

To-day  has  brought  an  hour  of  calm ; 
Grief  turns  to  blessing,  pain  to  balm; 
I  feel  a  power  above  my  will 
That  draws  me,  draws  me  onward  still. 
And  now  my  heart  attains  to  this, 
To  thank  Thee  for  the  things  I  miss. 
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Saveo  to  Serve 

Is  the  ascetic  the  highest  type  of 
Christian  ?  'Why  do  religious  books  for 
spiritual  nourishment  often  extol  ascet- 
icism as  a  proof  of  high  spiritual  attain- 
ment ? 


During  the  middle  ages  when  men 
were  ignorant  and  coarse  and  appar- 
ently ruled  only  by  fear,  the  idea  of 
the  life  of  severe  self-denial  and  se- 
clusion arose  as  an  antidote  to  the  sel- 
fish wildness  of  the  era.  Most  of  the 
old  books  of  devotion  partake  of  this 
spirit  and  are  unhealthy  for  us  of  to- 
day. For  we  need  to  learn  how  to  love 
and  worship  God  naturally,  cheerfully, 
in  the  midst  of  life's  duties  and  pleas- 
ures.    The  highest  type  of  Christian  is 
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he  who  follows  Christ's  example,  and 
Christ  was  in  no  sense  an  ascetic  or  a 
recluse.  He  was  always  amongst  men, 
partaking  of  their  pleasures  and  sor- 
rows and  showing  them  how  to  live. 
If  these  old  books  of  devotion  are  used 
— and  many  of  them  are  very  good, 
such  as  Thomas  a  Kempis's  "  Imitation 
of  Christ,"  and  Jeremy  Taylor's  "  Holy 
Living  "  and  "  Holy  Dying  " — we  must 
take  the  healthy  part  and  reject  the 
unhealthy  part. 

There  is  this  to  be  said,  however,  for 
the  truth  underneath  the  idea  of  as- 
ceticism— that  we  need  to  cultivate 
more  and  more  deeply  the  personal 
spiritual  life  in  order  that  we  may  the 
better  serve  men.  The  man  who 
knows  God  best  is  the  man  who  knows 
what  it  is  to  pass  quiet  hours  in  com- 
munion with  his  Master,  and  so  to  be 
fitted  to  lead  and  guide  and  bless  his 
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fellow-men.  In  this  active  age,  when 
there  is  so  much  to  do,  we  must  have 
"  quiet  hours  "  when  we  can  be  alone 
with  God,  just  as  the  body  must  have 
hours  of  absolute  rest  for  physical  re- 
laxation. "We  need  not  be  afraid  of 
asceticism  if  we  deny  ourselves  and 
seclude  ourselves  only  in  order  that 
we  may  serve  God  and  our  fellows 
more  acceptably.  "  For  their  sakes  I 
sanctify  myself,"  said  Jesus. 


Lord,  I  would  endure  any  hardness 
if  Thou  dost  call  me  thereto.  But  let 
me  not  think  that  virtue  lies  in  pain 
unless  that  pain  brings  me  or  my 
brother  nearer  to  Thee.  If  I  hide  my- 
self for  awhile  may  it  be  only  to  enjoy 
Thee  secretly.  If  I  enter  into  the 
crowds  where  men  are,  let  it  be  con- 
sciously  to    help   them.     And  at  all 
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times  keep  my  spirit  glad.     For  Thine 
own  dear  sake.     Amen. 


THE  LESSON  OF  THE  BROOK 

A  traveler  stood  by  the  mossy  brink 

Of  a  brook  by  a  meadow-side, 
And  dipped  his  chalice  down  for  drink 

Into  its  crystal  tide. 
He  slaked  his  thirst,  but  beside  the  stream 

He  still  stood  lingering  long, 
Listening  as  one  in  a  waking  dream 

To  its  glad  melodious  song. 

He  marveled  much  that  it  sang  not  best 

Where  it  flowed  on  level  sand, 
With  mossy  banks  of  velvet  turf, 

And  flowers  on  either  hand  — 
Nay — here  it  crept  on  half  asleep, 

With  a  veil  of  weeds  afloat, 
Hid  from  the  sun  in  their  murky  shade, 

And  uttering  never  a  note. 

But  higher  up,  where  the  banks  grew  rough, 

And  broken  boulders  lay 
Across  the  brook,  as  though  they  tried 

To  turn  him  back  from  his  way, 
He  suddenly  woke  on  his  sandy  bed, 

And  forwards  he  leapt  and  sprang 
Right  over  the  biggest  boulder's  head, 

And  joyfully  he  sang. 
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And  his  waters  grew  begemmed  and  bright, 

And  about  them  the  sunbeams  played, 
Weaving  across  them  a  chequered  web 

Of  golden  and  silver  braid ; 
And  the  harder  and  rougher  grew  the  way, 

The  faster  he  flowed  along, 
And  the  brighter  flashed  his  jeweled  spray, 

And  the  louder  rose  his  song. 


He  sang — ay,  as  though  he  knew  full  well 

Ere  long  he  would  lift  his  voice 
In  the  Psalm  wherein  the  mighty  seas 

With  the  "  morning  stars  "  rejoice. 
And  the  traveler  passed  from  the  meadow-side, 

Where  the  warbling  waters  ran, 
Home  in  the  golden  even-tide, 

A  gladder  and  wiser  man  ; 
Feeling  that,  just  like  her  of  old 

At  Sychar's  deep  well's  brink, 
He  had  met  with  One  by  the  wayside  brook, 

Who  had  given  him  "  living  drink." 


For,  lo,  the  little  stream  of  his  life, 

Through  long  and  painful  years, 
Like  the  brook,  had  flowed  on  a  stony  course 

He  had  channeled  out  with  tears ; 
And  oft  too  ready  he  was  to  sink, 

Oppressed  by  a  heavy  doubt 
If  ever  a  soul  on  ways  so  rough 

Could  bring  her  music  out. 
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He  never  had  learned  quite  as  he  ought 
He  was  yet  but  weak  and  young  — 

The  sweet  old  truth  the  brooklet  taught 
As  its  wayside  waters  sung  ; 

And  his  angel-teachers  opened 
A  new  page  of  their  Book, 

And  said,  "  Now  read  the  Gospel 
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Sinful  Gbougbts 

How  can  I  resist  temptation  which 
conies  to  me  at  the  most  solemn  times : 
when  I  am  in  church  or  when  I  am 
praying  ? 


Such  times  are  Satan's  opportu- 
nities. If  only  he  can  make  our  de- 
votion unreal  and  our  prayers  vain,  he 
has  gained  a  great  victory.  That  little 
tract,  A  Sunday  Morning's  Dream, 
tells  the  story  clearly.  It  may  be  a 
comfort  to  some  to  know  that  all  are 
thus  tempted.  The  holiest  men  have 
testified  that  into  their  best  service 
has  come  creeping  some  horrible 
thought  or  desire,  the  very  contempla- 
tion of  which  has  made  them  shudder. 
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We  can  find  help  at  such  times  in 
two  ways.  First,  by  abruptly  chang- 
ing the  character  of  our  devotions. 
Let  the  heart  suddenly  lift  itself  in 
adoration,  as  if  the  eyes  saw  the  King 
in  His  beauty,  and  let  the  lips  repeat 
praises  for  ail  the  glorious  attributes 
of  God :  His  love,  His  strength,  His 
wisdom,  His  mercy,  His  justice,  His 
omnipresence.  Or,  let  the  tempted 
spirit  drop  to  itself,  and  think  of  all  the 
ways  through  which  God  has  led  it  in 
the  past,  all  the  experiences  of  joy  or 
sorrow,  all  the  struggles  with  circum- 
stances and  conditions,  and  thank  Him 
for  each  year  of  the  life.  This  quick 
transfer  of  thought  from  supplication 
to  praise  is  often  too  much  for  Satan, 
who  is  rather  ponderous  in  his  move- 
ments and  cannot  quickly  change  his 
front. 

Secondly,  we  can,  if  possible,  change 
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our  prayer  to  work.  If  the  private 
devotional  hour  is  thus  tried  let  us  go 
out  quickly  to  some  task  which  awaits 
us,  or  to  some  privilege  which  calls  us, 
glad  to  prove  our  love  by  action  as 
well  as  by  word.  In  severe  cases  of 
temptation  this  is  especially  helpful. 
The  long  prayer,  the  long  devotional 
hour,  is  not  always  the  most  desirable 
thing.  The  spirit  grows  weary  and 
"  our  devotion  dies."  Better  a  short, 
earnest,  eager  prayer,  and  then  a  lov- 
ing effort  to  do  something  for  God, 
than  hours  of  contemplation  with  no 
activity.  We  worship  God  in  work, 
even  as  we  work  for  Him  through 
worship.  "  Ora  et  labora"  was  the 
old  motto — "  Pray  and  work,"  and  an 
old  writer  changed  it  to  "Or are  est 
laborare" — "To  pray  is  to  work.'' 
Let  us  change  watch  to  work,  and 
say: 
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Work  as  if  on  thee  alone 
Hung  the  issues  of  the  day; 

Pray  that  grace  may  be  sent  down ; 
Work  and  pray. 


Dear  Lord,  Thou  knowest !  I  hate 
the  sin,  and  yet  by  its  daring  I  am 
fearful  lest  there  be  some  weakness 
attracting  the  sin.  Keep  my  thoughts 
pure,  my  Christ,  that  my  life  may  be 
kept  pure  also.  Fill  me  with  Thyself, 
that  all  sin  may  be  burned  out,  and 
all  memory  of  sin  forgotten.  And  be 
Thou  always  my  all  in  all.     Amen. 


«  ABIDE  WITH  US  " 

Abide  with  us  ;  the  day  is  spent, 
The  dark,  still  night  draws  near  ; 

The  radiant  setting  sun  has  lent 
A  transient  brightness  here  ; 

It  fades,  it  dies,  the  skies  grow  gray 

Good  Master,  hasten  not  away. 
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If  we  have  tried  Thy  love  to-day, 

Or  striven  'gainst  Thy  will, 
Remember  not  our  sins,  we  pray, 

Be  patient  with  us  still. 
Forsake  us  not,  O  Lord,  when  we 
Turn,  with  repentant  hearts,  to  Thee. 

Our  lives  are  weary  at  the  best, 
And  full  of  care,  our  strivings  fail ; 

We  labor  and  we  have  no  rest, 

Though  joys  be  many,  fears  prevail. 

Abide  Thou  in  our  hearts,  that  we 

May  bear  our  ills  more  patiently. 

— F.  L.  HlLDRETH. 
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Strength  Gbrougb  TTrial 

Do  these  evil  thoughts  which  come 
to  me  prove  me  a  sinner  ?  They  come 
unbidden,  and  I  hate  them. 


Because  we  are  human  we  are  sub- 
ject to  temptations  by  an  evil  power 
called  in  the  Bible  "Satan."  He 
tempted  Christ,  but  Christ  did  not 
yield,  and  He  was  without  sin.  Hence 
we  know  that  the  mere  tempting  does 
not  prove  us  sinners.  It  is  the  yield- 
ing that  proves  sin.  On  the  other 
hand,  every  time  we  resist  an  evil  temp- 
tation, no  matter  in  what  shape  it  may 
come,  we  are  stronger.  The  resistance 
which  we  make  proves  that  we  are  led 
by  the  Spirit,  and  Satan  cannot  stand 
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in  His  presence.  Banyan's  experience, 
as  he  tells  us  of  it  in  "  Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress," is  an  illustration  of  strength 
through  the  very  temptation.  It  is  a 
great  comfort  to  know  that  the  more 
we  resist,  the  weaker  Satan's  influence 
over  us  becomes.  He  tries  us  in  higher 
ways,  but  these  ways  prove  us  on  a 
higher  level.  By  and  by  he  almost 
leaves  us,  finding  he  has  nothing  in  us. 
That  is  a  magnificent  and  deep  saying 
of  Jesus :  "  The  prince  of  this  world 
cometh  and  hath  nothing  in  Me."  It 
means  much,  but  its  great  meaning  for 
us  is  that  as  we  grow  more  and  more 
like  Christ  there  is  nothing  in  us  that 
Satan  finds  agreeable,  and  he  lets  us 
alone.  We  do  not  reach  this  stage  at 
once,  but  we  gradually  get  nearer  to 
it.  Blessed  be  God !  He  holds  us 
tightly  in  His  loving  arms,- and  "no 
man  is  able  to  pluck  us  away." 
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I  thank  Thee,  my  King,  for  the 
things  which  try  me,  for  by  them  I  am 
made  strong.  If  it  be  Thy  will  that 
Satan  should  buffet  me,  and  if  the 
thorn  must  still  press,  then  I  will  sing 
in  my  struggle  and  know  all  is  well. 
Only  let  me  not  fall.  Hold  me  in  the 
midst  of  the  trial,  and  when  the  heart 
is  pierced  and  I  am  almost  spent,  breathe 
on  me,  and  make  me  to  rest.     Amen. 

THE  VOYAGE 

I. — ANCHORED 

O  weary  days  and  nights,  so  still,  so  still  — 
The  useless  sails  hang  napping  stiff  and  slow ; 
We  pine  and  chafe,  and  set  our  helpless  will 
In  vain  revolt  at  what  to  change ;  to  know, 
Is  not  for  us.     We  hear  the  strong  winds  blow 
And  fret,  as  in  the  East,  the  West,  we  see 
Great  ships  and  small  go  sliding  fast  and  free. 

II. — ADRIFT 
O  fearful  days  and  nights  so  dark,  so  cold  — 
The  swift  waves  mock  and  leap  on  every  side ; 
No  rudder  steers ;  no  mast,  no  spar,  can  hold ; 
We  think  no  ear  could  hear  us  if  we  cried ; 
We  think  God  would  not  miss  us  if  we  died ; 
We  feel  forgotten,  helpless,  cast  away ; 
We  shut  our  eyes,  and  do  not  even  pray. 
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HI. — on  SHORE 

O  peaceful  days,  and  peaceful  nights,  whose  peace 
Cannot  be  uttered  !     O  green  shores  of  life 
Beyond  the  body !     Shall  we  ever  cease 
To  smile  that  through  such  hot  and  silly  strife 
We  came  ?     That  doubts  and  fears  could  grow  so 

rife? 
That  we  could  fail  to  see  how  God's  good  hand 
Our  anchorings  and  all  our  driftings  planned  ? 
— Lit t ell's  Living  Age. 
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Conquered  IRervee 

How  can  I  overcome  my  nervous 
fear  ?  I  try  to  trust  God,  but  I  am  so 
anxious  and  troubled,  sometimes,  that 
I  can  hardly  endure  it. 


Ah,  my  friend,  you  are  on  the  verge 
of  what  some  physicians  call  "  nervous 
prostration/'  though  really  there  is  no 
such  disease.  It  is  simply  a  lack  of  will 
power ;  a  sinking  into  the  sea  of  imagina- 
tion which  plays  havoc  with  religion  and 
usefulness.  If  God  is  your  God  indeed, 
you  need  not  be  troubled  either  in  body 
or  in  spirit.  Go  on  and  live ;  go  on  and 
work.  Exercise  your  will  power  and 
make  yourself  move.  Perhaps  that 
seems  heartless.     But  it  is  only  by  de- 
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termined,  fearless  struggle  that  this 
difficulty  can  be  overcome.  If  one 
submits,  or  if  one  yields  to  emotion 
and  so  suffers  the  weakness  to  increase, 
the  nerves  gain  the  victory. 

There  are  a  few  simple  rules  which  it 
may  not  be  amiss  to  give,  for  this  con- 
dition is  sadly  common  amongst  good 
Christian  people,  and  only  a  healthy 
religion  can  master  it.  (1)  Be  careful 
about  the  habits  of  life.  Eat  regularly  ; 
sleep  (or  at  least  pass  in  bed)  eight 
hours  daily;  take  exercise  systematic- 
ally. (2)  Engage  in  some  work  for 
others,  such  as  visiting  the  poor  and 
the  sick,  writing  letters  to  "  shut  ins," 
helping  some  fallen  one  to  rise  up  and 
battle.  (3)  Keep  the  mind  on  cheerful 
lines  of  thought,  avoiding  too  much 
thought  about  self ;  look  up,  not  down  ; 
look  forward,  not  backward ;  look  out, 
not  in.     (4)  Trust  God  by  prayer  and 
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by  action  to  take  care  of  you,  and 
count  all  worry  as  a  sin.  (5)  Be  cheer- 
ful, no  matter  how  much  it  may  cost 
you,  or  how  much  it  may  pain  you. 
To  be  gloomy  is  to  turn  from  God ;  to 
be  sad  is  to  refuse  God's  gifts.  (6)  Do 
all  these  things  with  a  force  of  will, 
asking  God  to  bless  and  keep  you. 

Nerves  are  strange  things,  even  to 
physicians.  As  a  minister  I  am  free  to 
say  they  can  be  controlled  in  many 
cases  by  a  pure,  healthy  trust  in  God, 
and  by  an  active,  happy,  determined 
life.  A  nervous  religion  is  abnormal. 
A  balanced  religion  places  self-control 
as  its  first  necessity,  and  asks  God  for 
it,  and  takes  it  as  from  Him. 


Dear  Lord,  I  can  conquer  only 
through  Thee.  Make  my  will  strong 
by  teaching  me  Thy  will.  Let  me  in 
quietness   and   confidence   trust   Thee 
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always.  Above  all  let  nie  never  forget 
that  I  am  Thine  own  child,  and  that 
Thou  art  ever  watching  over  me.  Amen. 


WHAT  THOU  WILT 

Do  what  Thou  wilt  I  yes,  only  do 

What  seemeth  good  to  Thee  ; 
Thou  art  so  loving,  wise  and  true, 

It  must  be  best  for  me. 

Send  what  Thou  wilt ;  or  beating  shower, 

Soft  dew,  or  brilliant  sun: 
Alike  in  still  and  stormy  hour, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 

Teach  what  Thou  wilt ;  and  make  me  lean- 
Each  lesson  full  and  sweet, 

And  deeper  things  of  God  discern 
While  sitting  at  Thy  feet. 

Say  what  Thou  wilt;  and  let  each  word 

My  quick  obedience  win  ; 
Let  loyalty  and  love  be  stirred 

To  deeper  glow  within. 

Give  what  Thou  wilt ;  for  then  I  know 

I  shall  be  rich  indeed; 
My  King  rejoices  to  bestow 

Supply  for  every  need. 
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Take  what  Thou  wilt,  beloved  Lord, 

For  all  I  have  in  Thee  ! 
My  own  exceeding  great  reward, 

Thou,  Thou  Thyself  shalt  be. 

— Frances  Ridley  Havkrgal. 
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peace  of  Ibeart 

Is  it  possible  for  the  Christian  to  have 
peace  always? 


Yes,  within,  not  without.  That  is, 
there  will  always  be  troubles  and  ne- 
cessities and  temptations  about  us,  and 
these  will  upset  us  and  torment  us 
greatly.  But  in  the  heart,  at  the  real, 
deep  foundations  of  our  being,  if  we 
will  only  trust  God  there  can  be  great 
calm.  "We  can  gain  this  in  several 
ways.  (1)  By  thinking  of  God  in- 
stinctively when  any  trouble  comes, 
and  crying  from  the  heart  to  Him : 
"  O,  God  ! "  If  the  wicked  man  in  his 
moments   of    excitement  takes   God's 
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name  upon  his  lips  (we  call  it  swear- 
ing, but  it  is  really  the  weakness  of 
the  man  asserting  its  need,  terrible 
though  the  thoughtless  cry  is),  how 
much  more  should  we !  (2)  By  in- 
stinctively saying  to  ourselves,  "  God 
is  my  Father ;  He  will  care  for  me." 
That  dear  phrase,  "  Your  father  know- 
eth"  (St.  Matt.  6:32),  has  greatly 
comforted  me.  I  love  to  keep  it 
hanging  in  my  room  where  I  can  al- 
ways see  it.  (3)  By  remembering  that 
these  experiences  are  tests  to  make  us 
stronger  and  to  teach  us  self-control. 
God  deals  with  our  souls  as  with  our 
bodies.  The  boy  grows,  not  by  seclu- 
sion but  by  experience;  that  is,  by 
trials  which  he  learns  how  to  meet. 
So  my  spiritual  nature  grows  by  meet- 
ing and  mastering  troubles. 

No  matter  how  intense  the  excite- 
ment or  the  worry  outwardly,  in  the 
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heart  God  is  speaking,  and  He  says  to 
us,  "  Peace ;  be  still." 


Grant  me,  blessed  Saviour,  a  quiet 
mind,  that  I  be  not  disturbed  in  spirit 
by  any  experiences  of  my  life.  Speak 
to  me  Thine  own  words  of  peace.  Let 
me  find  rest  in  Thee  even  while  the 
struggle  is  fierce  and  the  duties  are 
pressing.  Say  to  all  my  anxieties, "  be 
still,"  and  so  shall  I  know  Thine  own 
infinite  calm.     Amen. 


"  MASTER,  SAY  ON  !  " 
Master,  speak  !  Thy  servant  heareth, 

Longing  for  Thy  gracious  word, 
Longing  for  Thy  voice  that  cheereth 

Master,  let  it  now  be  heard. 
I  am  listening,  Lord,  for  Thee ; 
What  hast  Thou  to  say  to  me  ? 

Master,  speak  in  love  and  power ; 

Crown  the  mercies  of  the  day, 
In  this  quiet  evening  hour 

Of  the  moonrise  o'er  the  bay 
With  the  music  of  Thy  voice ; 
Speak,  and  bid  Thy  child  rejoice. 
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Often  through  my  heart  is  pealing 
Many  another  voice  than  Thine, 

Many  an  unwilled  echo  stealing 
From  the  walls  of  this  Thy  shrine. 

Let  Thy  longed-for  accents  fall ; 

Master,  speak  !  and  silence  all. 

Master,  speak !  I  do  not  doubt  Thee, 
Though  so  tearfully  I  plead ; 

Saviour,  Shepherd  !  oh,  without  Thee 
Life  would  be  a  blank  indeed. 

But  I  long  for  fuller  light, 

Deeper  love  and  clearer  sight. 

Resting  on  the  "  faithful  saying," 
Trusting  what  Thy  gospel  saith, 

On  Thy  written  promise  staying 
All  my  hope  in  life  and  death ;  — 

Yet  I  ask  for  something  more 

From  Thy  love's  exhaustless  store. 

Speak  to  me  by  name,  O  Master, 

Let  me  know  it  is  to  me ; 
Speak,  that  I  may  follow  faster, 

With  a  step  more  firm  and  free, 
Where  the  Shepherd  leads  the  flock, 
In  the  shadow  of  the  Rock. 

Master,  speak  !   I  kneel  before  Thee, 
Listening,  longing,  waiting  still ; 

Oh,  how  long  shall  I  implore  Thee 
This  petition  to  fulfil ! 

Hast  Thou  not  one  word  for  me  ? 

Must  my  prayer  unanswered  be  ? 
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Master,  speak  !    Though  least  and  lowest, 

Let  me  not  unheard  depart ; 
Master,  speak !  for  oh  !  Thou  knowest 

All  the  yearning  of  my  heart ; 
Knowest  all  its  truest  need  ; 
Speak !  and  make  me  blest  indeed. 

Master,  speak !  and  make  me  ready 
When  Thy  voice  is  truly  heard, 

With  obedience  glad  and  steady 
Still  to  follow  every  word. 

I  am  listening,  Lord,  for  Thee : 

Master,  speak,  oh  speak  to  me. 

—Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
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How  can  we  be  sure  that  we  are  do- 
ing what  God  wishes  us  to  do  ? 


There  are  three  factors  in  all  Chris- 
tian actions  :  first,  God  and  His  will ; 
second,  prayer ;  and,  third,  our  own 
reason.  The  three  must  always  go 
together.  I  cannot  by  the  use  of  my 
reason  alone  always  do  right.  Prayer 
will  do  no  good  unless  I  have  trust  in 
God.  And  God  cannot  help  the  man 
who  will  not  try  to  help  himself.  But 
if  I  use  all  three  parts  I  cannot  make 
a  mistake.  If  I  ask  God  earnestly  to 
guide  me,  desiring  simply  to  do  His 
will,  and  then  use  my  reason  and  try 
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to  see  what  the  circumstances  and 
needs  demand  of  me,  God  in  response 
to  my  prayer  will  lead  my  judgment 
aright,  and  what  I  do  will  be  His  will. 
The  third  verse  of  the  Thirty-seventh 
Psalm  expresses  the  truth  very  clearly  : 
"  Trust  in  the  Lord  and  do  good/' 

The  reason  we  do  not  realize  that 
God  will  guide  us  is  either  because  we 
depend  on  ourselves  alone  or  on  God 
alone.  Our  faith  in  Him  must  be 
absolute,  but  there  can  be  no  faith 
without  works.  It  is  not  faith  to  say  : 
"Now  God  will  guide  me,"  while  I  re- 
fuse to  think  and  act.  God  works, 
but  He  works  through  means.  I  can- 
not, God  will  not,  act  alone.  But  God 
and  I  can  do  all  things.  (See  Acts 
L5:  28.)  The  whole  question  of  life 
and  obedience  becomes  very  simple  in 
this  way.  J  say  :  "  Dear  Lord,  help  me 
to  do  the  right ;  my  only  desire  is  to 
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please  Thee."  And  then  I  try  to  use 
my  best  judgment  as  to  the  right.  I  am 
working  with  God  and  He  is  working 
with  me,  and  the  result  must  be  what 
God  wills. 


O  my  Christ,  I  am  so  thankful  that 
I  can  work  with  Thee  and  that  Thou 
dost  work  in  me.  Let  me  never  at- 
tempt any  task  without  holding  Thy 
hand,  and  do  Thou  in  mercy  help  me 
even  when  I  seem,  through  human 
weakness,  to  forget  Thee.  May  my 
prayers  bring  confidence,  and  my  de- 
sires hold  me  closely  to  Thy  way,  that 
I  may  not  err  in  my  journey.     Amen. 


JESUS  HERE 

Sad  voices  far  and  wide  have  said, 
The  letter  of  the  Word  is  dead," 
And  wistful  travelers  through  the  gloom 
Seem  but  to  see  the  yawning  tomb  : 
When  dawn  is  chill,  and  evening  drear, 
What  would  we  give  for  Jesus  near ! 
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The  earth  is  white  with  wintry  snow, 
And  death  hath  laid  our  dear  ones  low  ; 
Feel  as  we  may,  and  yearn  how  much, 
We  miss  the  tender  voice  and  touch, 
Our  hearts  sink  down  with  dismal  fear, 
What  would  we  give  for  Jesus  near ! 

Tis  then  we  seek  with  fond  accord 
Their  presence  who  have  knoum  the  Lord ! 
Whose  eyes  by  faith  have  surely  seen 
Luminous  tracks  where  He  hath  been  : 
As  once  when  angels  brought  good  cheer, 
Even  to  us  is  Jesus  near. 

His  footsteps  are  not  far  to  seek  ; 
Where  Patience  turns  the  unsmitten  cheek ; 
Where  Conscience  thrills  beneath  the  rod, 
Owning  the  judgment  sent  of  God: 
Where  perfect  Love  absolveth  Fear, 
What  can  it  be  but  Jesus  near  ? 

He  hallows  love,  He  softens  grief, 
He  brings  the  aching  thought  relief. 
He  stills  to  peace  the  stormiest  lot; 
What  were  a  world  where  He  were  not ! 
The  waves  subside,  the  heavens  grow  clear ; — 
Could  it  be  else  with  Jesus  near ! 

What  word  so  coins  the  Saviour's  thought 
As  the  image  He  in  us  hath  wrought! 
What  Church  can  hold  or  preach  His  Name, 
Better  than  souls  He  sets  aflame  ! 
The  seeking  eye,  the  listening  ear, 
Know  at  a  touch  is  Jesus  here. 
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So  Lord,  at  last,  when  one  by  one, 
The  minutes,  hours,  and  days  are  done, 
And  all  that  we  could  do  for  Thee 
Is  garnered  in  Thy  treasury, 
The  old  fond  call  we  fain  would  hear, 
To  Jesus  there,  from  Jesus  here. 


XI 
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Zbe  (Sooo  of  prater 

What  good  does  it  do  to  pray  ? 


It  is  an  old  question,  but  it  may  be 
well  to  answer  it  again.  We  might 
question  in  return,  "What  good  does 
it  do  to  breathe  ? "  The  answer  is, 
our  bodies  would  be  dead  if  we  did  not 
breathe.  And  so  the  answer  to  the 
first  question  is,  our  spiritual  natures 
would  be  dead  if  we  did  not  pray ;  so 
that  it  is  good  for  us  to  pray  because 
it  means  life  to  the  best  part  of  our 
being. 

We  must  correct  again  the  old  idea 
of  prayer.  It  is  not  asking  God  for 
something — that    is    only    a    part  of 

89 


JSeacons  on  TLite'e  Voyage 


prayer.  But  it  is  communion,  com- 
panionship, fellowship  with  God. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air, 

sings  Montgomery,  and  truly.  Jesus 
tells  us  to  pray  because  He  would 
have  us  live.  And  to  assure  us  of  the 
reality  of  this  life  He  tells  us  that  our 
desires  will  be  gratified  :  "  Seek  and 
ye  shall  find."  God  gives  us  all  that 
we  ask  for,  and  in  the  best  way.  He 
does  not  give  us  a  little  thing  when 
He  wishes  to  give  us  a  big  thing ;  He 
does  not  measure  the  answer  by  the 
size  of  the  request.  But  He  goes 
down  beneath  the  request  and  finds 
the  real  need,  of  which  we,  perchance, 
are  scarcely  conscious,  and  He  answers 
that  need. 

There  are  three  great  results  which 
invariably  follow  prayer.  First,  God 
hears   and   answers.     Second,  we  are 
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drawn  nearer  to  Him  and  made  a  part 
of  His  great  working.  Third,  there 
comes  a  peace  to  the  heart  and  life, 
because  the  man  feels  the  sureness  of 
God's  love  and  power.  True  prayer 
always  brings  these  results. 

There  is  yet  another  fact ;  we  pray 
in  the  name  of  Jesus.  "  For  Jesus' 
sake,"  we  say.  And  that  is  a  pledge. 
Because  the  dear  Son  of  God  was  a 
man  on  earth,  because  He  lived  and 
died  for  us,  therefore  we  can  claim 
that  which  He  bids  us  claim — the 
merits  of  His  intercession.  "  He  ever 
liveth  to  make  intercession  for  us." 
That  is,  our  prayer  becomes  His,  our 
wish  becomes  His  wish.  And  not 
only  does  He  ask  God  to  grant  it,  but 
He  makes  it  His  own  supplication. 
That  is  the  most  wonderful  thing 
about  prayer ;  it  makes  the  relation- 
ship between  Christ  and  His  children 
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so  real.  As  on  earth  He  felt  our  in- 
firmities, so  in  heaven  He  feels  our 
needs  as  if  they  were  His  own. 


Ah,  Lord,  prayer  is  my  life.  I  could 
not  live  could  I  not  come  to  Thee  and 
tell  Thee  all.  And  I  know  Thou  near- 
est and  blessest,  for  Thou  art  true. 
Let  me  never  doubt  Thy  love  and  Thy 
power.  Let  me  never  cease  to  pray 
because  Thine  answer  is  delayed.  For 
I  know  Thou  dost  care  for  me  and 
love  me.     Amen. 


WAIT 

God  bids  thee,  "  Wait  " 
For  the  fulfilment  of  the  promise  fair, 
That  early  vigor  shall  thy  strength  repair, 
And  joy  succeed  thy  spirit's  feeble  flow. 
Dost  thou  complain  the  blessing  comes  so  slow? 
Though  long  thy  night,  soon  shall  its  hours  be  past, 
The  weary  watcher  hail  the  dawn  at  last. 
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God  bids  thee,  "  Wait." 
Are  half  thy  daily  duties  left  undone 
By  hinderances  that  hold  thee  one  by  one  ? 
Upon  the  very  threshold  of  success, 
Are  thy  feet  driven  from  their  resting-place, 
And  thou  must  wander  still — still  work  and  wait  ? 
Perhaps  fruition  stands  before  the  gate ! 

God  bids  thee,  «  Wait." 
So  many  prayers  for  that  poor  prodigal, 
And  yet  he  comes  not  near  his  father's  hall ! 
Not  one  sweet  token  of  repentance  yet ! 
And  will  he,  can  he,  evermore  forget  — 
Forever  wander  o'er  those  stormy  seas, 
For  aye  a  stranger  to  his  native  breeze? 

God  bids  thee,  "  Wait." 
Wait,  Christian  lover  of  thy  country's  good. 
When  vice  comes  in,  an  overwhelming  flood ; 
When  wrong  is  put  for  right,  and  right  for  wrong ; 
When  God's  blest  word  is  made  the  drunkard's  song ; 
When  Sabbath-days  are  days  of  sin  and  mirth, 
Oh,  watch  and  pray  and  wait !     God  rules  the  earth. 

Our  God  says,  "  Wait !  " 
'Tis  thus  we  conquer  life  with  all  its  woes. 
Stronger  and  stronger  to  its  very  close 
Our  souls  look  out,  as  o'er  some  dark  abyss, 
And  find  a  tender  shining  gilding  this. 
Ay,  it  is  sweet  to  wait,  if  wait  we  must; 
Our  loving  Father  holds  our  good  in  trust. 

— M.  A.  W.  C. 
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Constant  prater 

How  often  should  we  pray  ? 


St.  Paul  says,  "  Pray  without  ceas- 
ing "  (1  Thess.  5  :  17),  and  if  we  under- 
stand what  prayer  is,  we  can  meet  his 
suggestion  easily.  Prayer  is  not  ask- 
ing God  for  something ;  nor  is  it  com- 
ing to  Him  at  stated  times  of  private 
or  public  worship.  These  are  only  a 
part,  and  a  small  part,  of  prayer.  My 
association  with  a  dearly  loved  friend 
is  not  limited  to  my  visits  to  his  house, 
or  to  my  requests  for  his  help.  I  come 
near  to  him  as  often  as  I  possibly  can, 
and  when  I  am  not  near  him  I  think  of 
him.  The  father  is  never  absent  from 
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the  child's  thoughts,  whether  the  eyes 
see  him  or  not. 

So  prayer  is  communion  with  God. 
He  is  my  Father,  my  very  best  Friend, 
and  I  can  never  forget  Him.  Every 
moment  of  the  day  I  have  Him  in  my 
thoughts  and  lift  up  m}'  soul  to  Him. 
When  I  kneel  down  in  my  room,  or 
when  I  go  to  church,  I  do  not  come 
any  nearer  to  Him  than  when  I  am  on 
the  street  or  at  my  work ;  those  hours 
are  only  special  quiet  times,  when  I 
drop  my  tasks  and  look  up  into  His 
face.  We  should,  indeed,  have  such 
hours  and  have  them  regularly.  Every 
morning  and  every  night,  the  first 
thing  after  sleeping  and  the  last  thing 
before  sleeping,  I  should  kneel  for  my 
devotions.  I  should  worship  regularly 
on  Sunday  and  at  least  once  during  the 
week  in  church.  But  I  can  never  de- 
rive from  prayer  the  real  comfort  and 
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strength  and  peace  which  it  is  meant  to 
give  unless  I  learn  to  commune  with 
God,  talk  to  God,  think  of  God,  all  the 
time. 


Master,  I  would  pray  as  I  breathe, 
constantly,  half  unconsciously,  clinging 
even  as  a  child  to  his  father.  My  words 
are  poor,  but  Thou  knowest  my  heart. 
My  life  is  weak,  but  Thou  knowest  my 
desires.  Let  me  hold  ever  and  always 
to  Thee,  and  I  know  I  shall  never  be 
cast  away.     Amen. 


IS  THERE  A  GOD? 


Once,  when  in  meditation  deep  I  lay, 
I  heard  a  voice  within  that  seemed  to  say, 
As  though  my  deepest  feelings  to  record, — 
"  Tell  me,  O  mortal  man,  is  there  a  God  ?  " 

I  looked  around  ;  the  fields  with  flowers  were  gay, 
Nature  was  clothed  in  summer's  bright  array, 
Cool  breezes  murmured  o'er  the  verdant  plains, 
The  songsters  warbled  in  their  sweetest  strains, 
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The  morning  dew-drops  on  the  springing  grass 
Sparkled  and  shone  like  tiny  beads  of  glass, 
The  rising  sun,  in  all  his  splendor  bright, 
Shed  o'er  the  scene  a  flood  of  golden  light. 

Down  at  my  feet  a  violet  I  spied, 

And  instantly,  with  eagerness,  I  cried  : 

"  Tell  me,  sweet  flower,  who  gave  to  thee  the  hue 

Reflecting,  here  below,  heaven's  deepest  blue  ?  " 

The  modest  violet,  upspringing  from  the  sod, 

Bowed  her  fair  head,  and  softly  murmured — "  God." 

Then,  as  I  heard  the  sweet,  harmonious  notes 
That  issued  from  the  songsters'  tuneful  throats, 
And  made  the  forest  aisles  with  music  ring, 
I  cried  :  "  O  birds  !  who  taught  you  how  to  sing ; 
Who  gave  you  power  to  fly  with  arrow-speed 
O'er  hill  and  dale  and  dew-besprinkled  mead  ?  " 
The  feathered  songsters,  as  with  one  accord, 
Melodiously,  sweetly  answered — "  God." 

Next  spake  I  to  the  sun,  who  from  the  sky 
Sends  down  his  beams  the  world  to  glorify. 
I  cried :  "  O  sun  !  who  gave  to  thee  a  place 
Within  the  vast,  the  boundless  fields  of  space  ? 
Who  taught  thee  how  thy  dazzling  beams  to  throw 
In  golden  showers  upon  the  earth  below  ? 
Who  gave  to  thee  the  wondrous,  magic  power 
To  paint,  in  lovely  hues,  the  fragile  flower  ? 
Who  bade  thee  trace  upon  the  azure  sky 
The  glowing  colors  that  enchant  the  eye  ? 
Who  bade  thee  throw  thy  dazzling  beams  abroad  ?  " 
From    heaven's    high    dome    the    answer    floated — 
«'  God." 

100 


Constant  Eraser 

Methought  I  stood  upon  the  sounding  shore, 
Amid  old  ocean's  hoarse  and  deafening  roar ; 
The  skies  were  dark,  a  heavy  gale  did  sweep 
Across  the  bosom  of  the  mighty  deep  ; 
The  foam-capped  billows,  in  mad  fmy  lashed, 
With  sullen  roar  upon  the  rough  coast  dashed ; 
And  as  I  stood  upon  the  pebbly  strand, 
And  viewed  the  watery  waste  on  either  hand, 
I  cried :  "  O  ocean  !  on  whose  restless  tide 
Vast  fleets  go  forth,  and  mighty  navies  ride, 
And  underneath  whose  ever-rolling  waves 
Thousands  are  lying  in  forgotten  graves, — 
Tell  me,  O  angry  sea  !  who  bade  thee  pour 
Thy  heaving  floods  upon  the  sounding  shore  ?  " 
In  tones  that  me  to  silence  quickly  awed, 
The   grand    old    ocean    thundered    forth — "  'Twas 
God." 

The  sun  had  set,  and  'twas  a  lovely  night ; 

The  moon  shed  down  her  pure  and  gentle  light, 

While  twinkling  stars,  from  their  position  high, 

Cast  their  mild  lustre  o'er  the  evening  sky  ; 

And  as  I  looked  into  the  depths  of  space, 

And  saw  each  shining  in  its  proper  place, 

And  knew  that  each  star  was  a  glittering  world, 

Which  into  space  Omnipotence  had  hurled, 

I  cried  :  "  O  stars !  who  made  your  spheres  so  bright, 

And  bade  you  sparkle  in  the  crown  of  night?  " 

From  those  bright  orbs,  on  which  man  never  trod, 

Like  music  sweet  the  answer  floated — "  God." 

And,  last  of  all,  I  turned  to  my  own  soul, 
Which  shall  exist  while  endless  ages  roll : 
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"  O  soul !  "  I  cried,  "  Who  gave  to  thee  the  power 

To  see  God's  handiwork  in  every  flower  ? 

Tell  me,  undying  soul !  who  gave  to  thee 

Thy  longing  after  immortality  ?  " 

These  searching  questions  found  an  answering  chord, 

And  a  low  voice  within  me  whispered — "  God." 

— F.  T.  P. 
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answer  to  prater 

I  am  praying  for  spiritual  blessings 
for  a  friend,  but  they  seem  to  be  with- 
held.    Shall  I  keep  on  praying  ? 


Of  course.  Only  pray  believing 
that  your  prayer  will  be  answered. 
God  always  answers  prayer  if  the  one 
who  pra}rs  is  sincere  and  trustful. 
But  sometimes  we  express  our  desires 
ignorantly,  and  so  God  answers  the 
desires,  not  the  faulty  expressions. 
There  is  a  little  prayer  in  the  Episco- 
pal Prayer-book  which  has  always 
helped  me  a  great  deal.     Here  it  is : 

Almighty  God,  the  fountain  of  all 
wisdom,  Who  knowest  our  necessities 
before  we  ask,  and  our  ignorance  in 
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asking  ;  we  beseech  Thee  to  have  com- 
passion upon  our  infirmities  ;  and  those 
things  which  for  our  un worthiness  we 
dare  not,  and  for  our  blindness  we 
cannot,  ask,  vouchsafe  to  give  us,  for 
the  worthiness  of  Thy  Son  Jesus  Christ 
our  Lord.     Amen. 

Moreover,  we  must  believe.  God 
cannot  give  to  us  if  we  doubt  Him,  for 
we  are  not  ready  to  receive.  How 
can  I  do  anything  for  a  man  who  does 
not  have  confidence  in  me,  who  ques- 
tions my  ability  and  my  willingness  to 
help  him  ?  To  do  anything  for  such 
an  one  would  hurt  him.  And  then 
again,  how  do  you  know  the  answer  is 
withheld  ?  God  answers  in  His  own 
way,  which  is  the  best  way  always. 
He  cannot  do  a  small  thing  when  He 
wishes  to  do  a  great  thing.  Phillips 
Brooks  has  such  a  grand  sermon,  in 
his  fifth  volume  of  sermons,  on  this 
very  subject,  from  the  text,  St.  John 
11 :  37. 
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God  always  answers ;  He  has  said 
He  would.  Now  let  us  trust  Him,  and 
know  that  the  answer  will  come.  And 
we  must  work  with  Him  for  the  an- 
swer. Prayer  without  action  is  vain. 
We  must  try  to  gain  the  blessing  we 
ask  for  by  doing  God's  will.  And  we 
must  stop  looking  for  the  answer  as  if 
we  demanded  that  it  should  come  in- 
stantly, and  simply  work  and  pray, 
and  believe  and  wait.  There  is  a 
great  deal  of  meaning  in  that  last 
clause  of  Isa.  30  :  18,  "  Blessed  are  all 
they  that  wait  for  Him." 


Lord,  I  leave  my  request  with  Thee. 
Thou  knowest  best  when  and  how  to 
answer  my  prayer,  and  Thou  wilt  al- 
ways grant  the  richest  blessings,  for 
Thou  art  wise  and  loving.  Let  me 
trust  Thee  more,  believing  in  a  love  so 
vast    that    I    cannot    understand    its 
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workings.     And  never,  never,  O  dear- 
est Friend,  let  me  doubt  Thee.    Amen. 


SOMETIME,  SOMEWHERE 
Unanswered    yet  ?     The     prayer    your    lips    have 
pleaded 
In  agony  of  heart  these  many  years  ? 
Does  faith  begin  to  fail ;  is  hope  departing, 

And  think  you  all  in  vain  those  falling  tears? 
Say  not  the  Father  hath  not  heard  your  prayer ; 
You  shall  have  your  desire,  sometime,  somewhere. 

Unanswered  yet  ?     Though  when  you  first  presented 
This  one  petition  at  the  Father's  throne, 

It  seemed  you  could  not  wait  the  time  of  asking, 
So  urgent  was  your  heart  to  make  it  known. 

Though  years  have  passed  since  then,  do  not  despair ; 

The  Lord  will  answer  you,  sometime,  somewhere. 

Unanswered  yet  ?     Nay,  do  not  say  ungranted  ; 

Perhaps  your  part  is  not  yet  wholly  done. 
The  work  began  when  first  your  prayer  was  uttered, 

And  God  will  finish  what  He  has  begun. 
If  you  will  keep  the  incense  burning  there, 
His  glory  you  shall  see,  sometime,  somewhere. 

Unanswered  yet  ?     Faith  cannot  be  unanswered ! 

Her  feet  are  firmly  planted  on  the  Rock  ; 
Amid  the  wildest  storms  she  stands  undaunted, 
Nor  quails  before  the  loudest  thunder  shock. 
She  knows  Omnipotence  has  heard  her  prayer, 
And  cries,  It  shall  be  done,  sometime,  somewhere. 
— H.  G.  Browning. 
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1bome  flnfluence 

How  can  I  prove  to  the  members  of 
my  own  family  that  I  really  love  and 
long  to  serve  Jesus  ? 


I  suppose  you  mean  that  you  wish 
to  prove  it  for  their  sakes  and  for  the 
sake  of  religion.  I  hope  so.  For 
there  are  some  good  people  who  long 
to  have  their  loved  ones  believe  in 
them  that  they  may  praise  them ;  and 
such  seeking  for  self  is  taking  away 
from  Christ  what  belongs  to  Him 
alone.  If  there  is  any  good  in  us  at 
all,  it  must  be  the  Christ  in  us.  There- 
fore the  glory  must  be  His,  not  ours. 
(See  Matt.  5  :  16.) 

It  is  unconscious  goodness  that  really 
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does  most  to  commend  our  faith  to 
those  about  us.  If  we  think  too  much 
about  ourselves  and  watch  ourselves 
too  closely  in  detail,  we  become  fin- 
icky, self-conscious,  unnatural.  It  is 
the  healthy,  fresh,  natural,  loving  life 
that  appeals  most  to  men.  The  happy 
smile,  the  thoughtful  act,  the  consist- 
ent doing  of  right,  but  the  doing  of  it 
quietly  and  unostentatiously — these 
speak  of  the  Christ-spirit  within.  If 
you  live  in  conscious  nearness  to  the 
Master,  if  you  come  from  communion 
with  Him  with  face  and  heart  aglow, 
brothers  and  sisters  will  soon  learn 
what  Jesus  is  to  you  and  what  He  has 
done  for  you.  Read  "  My  Kate,"  by 
Mrs.  Browning.  It  gives  such  a  clear, 
simple  picture  of  a  trustful,  simple  child 
of  God,  that  no  one  can  read  it  with- 
out being  helped. 

Some  one  gave  me  at  Easter  these 
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beautiful  verses  written  by  Phillips 
Brooks.  They  tell  a  great  story  of 
possible  happiness.  ^ 

The  little  sharp  vexations 

And  the  briars  that  catch  and  fret, 

Why  not  take  all  to  the  Helper 
Who  has  never  failed  us  yet? 

Tell  Him  about  the  heartache, 
And  tell  Him  the  longings,  too ; 

Tell  Him  the  baffled  purpose 

When  we  scarce  know  what  to  do. 

Then,  leaving  all  our  weakness 
With  the  One  divinely  strong, 

Forget  that  we  bore  the  burden, 
And  carry  away  the  song. 


I 


Dear  Master,  let  me  be  true  to  Thee 
at  home,  amongst  those  who  know  me. 
Thou  knowest  how  difficult  it  is,  and 
how  hard  to  endure  the  criticisms  of 
those  near  to  me.  But  grant  me  pa- 
tience, and  wisdom,  and  sincerity,  that 
I  may  prove,  not  by  words  but  by 
•haracter,  how  much  I  love  Thee. 
I  Vmen. 
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IF  CHRIST  WERE  HERE  TO-NIGHT 

If  Christ  were  here  to-night  and  saw  me  tired, 
And  half  afraid  another  step  to  take, 

I  think  He'd  know  the  thing  my  heart  desired, 
And  ease  my  heart  of  all  its  throbbing  ache. 

If  Christ  were  here  in  this  dull  room  of  mine, 
That  gathers  up  so  many  shadows  dim, 

I  am  quite  sure  its  narrow  space  would  shine, 
And  kindle  into  glory  around  Him. 

If  Christ  were  here,  I  might  not  pray  so  long; 

My  prayer  would  have  such  little  way  to  go ; 
'Twould  break  into  a  burst  of  happy  song, 

So  would  my  joy  and  gladness  overflow. 

If  Christ  were  here  to-night  I'd  touch  the  hem 
Of  His  fair,  seamless  robe,  and  stand  complete 

In  wholeness  and  in  whiteness;  I,  who  stem 
Such  waves  of  pain,  to  kneel  at  His  dear  feet. 

If  Christ  were  here  to-night  I'd  tell  Him  all 
The  load  I  carry  for  the  ones  I  love  — 

The  blinded  ones,  who  grope  and  faint  and  fall, 
Following  false  guides,  nor  seeking  Christ  above. 

If  Christ  were  here  !  Ah  !  faithless  soul  and  weak 
Is  not  the  Master  ever  close  to  thee  ? 

Deaf  is  thine  ear,  that  can'st  not  hear  Him  speak; 
Dim  is  thine  eye,  His  face  that  cannot  see. 
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Thy  Christ  is  here,  and  never  far  away, 

He  entered  with  thee  when  thou  earnest  in ; 

His  strength  was  thine  through  all  the  busy  day, 
He  knew  thy  need,  He  kept  thee  pure  from  sin. 

Thy  blessed  Christ  is  in  thy  little  room, 

Nay,  more,  the  Christ  Himself  is  in  thy  heart; 

Fear  not,  the  dawn  will  scatter  darkest  gloom, 
And  heaven  will  be  of  thy  rich  life  a  part. 
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Gbe  Critics 

OB 

How  can  I  get  along  with  unreason- 
able people,  who  hurt  me  by  their  crit- 
icisms or  pain  my  heart  by  their  ap- 
parent insincerity  ? 


There  are  two  things  for  you  to  re- 
member under  such  circumstances : 
first,  that  you  must  keep  your  own 
spiritual  character  unstained  by  the 
temptation  to  say  or  think  bitter  things ; 
and,  second,  that  you  must  try  to  help 
those  who  trouble  you.  I  am  afraid 
we  often  forget  the  latter  in  our  anx- 
iety to  observe  the  former,  and  yet 
they  should  be  very  closely  united.  I 
love  to  think  of  Jesus'  way  of  making 
excuses  for  people.     "  They  know  not 
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what  they  do."  u  Satan  hath  desired 
to  have  you."  If  we  try  to  study  the 
condition  of  these  people  who  vex  us, 
their  lack  of  opportunity,  their  physical 
weaknesses,  perhaps,  or  their  previous 
experiences  of  unreal  Christians,  we 
shall  often  find  place  enough  for  ex- 
cuses. And  then  out  of  the  excuses 
will  come  gentle  efforts  to  make  them 
happier.  We  will  pray  for  them  ;  we 
will  try  to  serve  them ;  we  will  keep 
clear  and  strong  the  flame  of  our  true 
devotion.  Above  all,  we  will  try  to 
love  them  in  spite  of  their  defects  and 
the  wounds  they  give  us. 

The  hardest  trials  always  come  from 
these  dear  people  who  do  not  intend  to 
be  cruel,  but  who  speak  hastily  and 
without  thought.  But  surely  the 
strength  of  our  imitation  of  Christ 
should  lift  us  above  anger  with  them. 
I  have  found  three  rules  very  helpful 
120 


Zbe  Critics 

myself.  (1)  Silence ;  that  is,  never  to 
answer  or  to  try  to  meet  their  criticisms. 
(2)  An  adroit  change  of  topic  to  some- 
thing mutually  interesting.  (3)  Prayer, 
secret,  at  the  very  time,  for  myself,  but 
chiefly  for  them,  that  God  would  make 
them  happy.  And  then,  remembering 
that  these  trials  are  good  (Jas.  1 :  2),  I 
have  loved  to  gain  inspiration  by  re- 
peating that  grand  verse  of  divine 
warning  (Jer.  12  :  5). 

I  thank  Thee,  my  Christ,  for  the 
thorns  on  the  way.  They  prove  my 
fellowship  with  Thee,  for  Thou  wert 
misunderstood  even  by  Thy  disciples. 
Keep  me  calm  and  patient.  Teach  me 
how  to  suffer  in  silence.  Destroy  all 
bitterness  in  my  nature.  And  oh,  help 
me  to  use  the  criticisms  of  men  for 
mine  own  good,  in  humility,  and  by  my 
trials  to  come  yet  nearer  to  Thee. 
Amen. 
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THE  SILENT  MARCH 

When  the  march  begins  in  the  morning 

And  the  heart  and  the  foot  are  light, 
When  the  flags  are  all  a-flutter 

And  the  world  is  gay  and  bright, 
When  the  bugles  lead  the  column 

And  the  drums  are  proud  in  the  van, 
It's  shoulder  to  shoulder,  forward,  march ! 

Ah!  let  him  lag  who  can  ! 

For  it's  easy  to  march  to  music 

With  your  comrades  all  in  line, 
And  you  don't  get  tired,  you  feel  inspired, 

And  life  is  a  draught  divine. 

When  the  march  drags  on  at  evening 

And  the  color  bearer's  gone, 
When  the  merry  strains  are  silent 

That  piped  so  brave  in  the  dawn, 
When  you  miss  the  dear  old  fellows 

Who  started  out  with  you, 
When  it's  stubborn  and  sturdy,  forward,  march 

Though  the  ragged  lines  are  few. 

Then  it's  hard  to  march  in  silence, 
And  the  road  has  lonesome  grown, 

And  life  is  a  bitter  cup  to  drink  ; 
But  the  soldier  must  not  moan. 

And  this  is  the  task  before  us, 

A  task  we  may  never  shirk, 
In  the  gay  time  and  the  sorrowful  time 

We  must  march  and  do  our  work. 
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We  must  march  when  the  music  cheers  us, 
March  when  the  strains  are  dumb, 

Plucky  and  valiant,  forward,  march  ! 
And  smile,  whatever  may  come. 

For,  whether  life's  hard  or  easy, 
The  strong  man  keeps  the  pace, 

For  the  desolate  march  and  the  silent 
The  strong  soul  finds  the  grace. 

— Margaret  E.  Sangster. 
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loving  an  jenemp. 

How  can   I   make  myself  love  my 
neighbor  and  banish  feelings  of  hatred  ? 


This  is  a  hard  problem,  and  yet  the 
methods  of  help  are  simple.  First, 
pray  for  him  as  often  and  as  earnestly 
as  you  can.  Second,  refuse  to  think  of 
the  sayings  or  actions  which  made  you 
angry  with  him.  Third,  think  of  his 
good  points,  the  worthy  things  you 
know  of  him.  Fourth,  consider  your- 
self and  see  how  you  may  have  been 
as  unkind  to  another,  in  some  other 
way,  as  he  has  been  to  you.  And, 
fifth,  try  to  do  something  for  him. 
Send  him  some  little  token  of  affec- 
tion, even  if  you  find  it  difficult  to  do 
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it  affectionately.  Serve  him  at  some 
time  of  necessity,  and  do  not  be  dis- 
heartened if  he  rejects  your  overtures. 
And  then  do  not  be  cast  down  because 
you  do  not  at  once  succeed  in  feeling 
towards  him  as  you  would  like  to. 
We  cannot  love  all  men  alike,  simply 
because  our  love  is  not  equally  re- 
ceived by  all.  But  if  we  wish  well  to 
all  men,  and  would  help  them  if  we 
could,  then  we  have  the  spirit  of 
Christ  in  a  measure,  and  a  greater 
power  of  that  spirit  will  come  to  us. 


My  Jesus,  let  me  learn  of  Thee  to 
love  all  men  and  to  pray  for  those  who 
hurt  me.  O,  let  me  remember  my  own 
failings,  that  I  be  not  bitter  with  the 
failings  of  others.  And  above  all,  let 
me  see  Thee,  Who  through  all  the 
ages  hast  borne  and  endured  the  sin 
and  ingratitude  of  men.     So  shall  I  be 
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true  even  in  darkness,  and  loving  even 
when  pained.     Amen. 


SOME  MYSTERIES  OF  LIFE 

Why  is  it  that  another  works  for  me 
With  hands  begrimed  with  toil  while  I  go  free  ; 
And  why  for  me  that  other  form  is  bent 
In  weary  labor,  while  my  days  are  spent 
In  pleasant  places  and  in  sheltered  nooks 
With  choicest  music,  leisure,  friends,  and  books ; 
Why  is  that  life  so  dark  and  mine  so  bright, 
When  all  are  brethren  in  the  Father's  sight  ? 

Why  is  it  that  this  God-created  earth 
Should  unto  dull  and  morbid  minds  give  birth, 
Why  some  without  the  light  of  reason  grope 
In  shadowed  darkness,  lost  to  love  and  hope, 
While  others  every  mental  height  attain 
As  if  full-armed  from  out  the  peerless  brain 
Of  mighty  Jove  had  entered  into  life, 
Ordained  to  win  and  conquer  in  the  strife  ? 

And  why  is  one  endowed  with  gentle  mien, 
Of  kindly  spirit  and  a  brow  serene, 
As  if  angelic  influence  communed 
Within  the  heart  to  holiness  attuned ; 
And  why  that  other,  cruel  and  unkind, 
With  brutal  features  and  inhuman  mind 
Opposed  to  every  good,  defying  right  ? 
Yet  these  are  brethren  in  the  Father's  sight 
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I've  searched  the  word  as  it  is  shown  to  men 
In  nature,  art  or  by  inspired  pen, 
To  learn  the  reason  why  these  things  are  so, 
And  find  it  not ;  yet  they  who  read  may  know 
That  from  one  source  all  life  on  earth  descends 
In  good  and  bad,  in  enemies  and  friends ; 
Then  why  not  all  in  heart  and  hand  unite, 
Since  all  are  brethren  in  our  Father's  sight  ? 
—  The  Boston  Transcript. 
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Is  faith  unreasonable  ? 


Faith  is  not  contradictory  to  rea- 
son, but  beyond  it.  It  is  always 
founded  upon  reason,  but  it  grows  up 
above  the  foundation  and  is  superior 
to  it,  though  never  independent  of  it. 
True  faith  never  clashes  with  reason. 
Faith  does  not  say,  "two  and  two 
make  five ; "  but  it  can  say,  "  God  has 
infinite  power,"  though  reason  cannot 
grasp  infinity.  Practically,  however, 
our  faith  should  be  a  reasonable 
faith.  It  must  be  such  as  to  draw 
men  by  its  balance  and  consistency. 
It  must  apply  itself  to  daily  needs  and 
daily  work.     It  must  interpret  God  as 
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Jesus  interpreted  Him  in  terms  of  hu- 
man relationship,  as  our  Father,  our 
Friend,  our  Helper. 

There  is  a  dogmatic  faith  ;  that  is,  a 
faith  based  upon  exact  statements  re- 
garding God's  nature  and  work :  and 
there  is  an  emotional  faith ;  that  is,  a 
faith  drawn  from  one's  own  longings 
and  needs  and  from  God's  tender 
words  of  compassion.  These  are  both 
good  and  necessary  in  their  place. 
But  the  faith  needed  to-day,  both  by 
men  and  women  individually  and  by 
the  world  at  large,  is  that  which 
brings  God  into  our  daily  lives  to  help 
us  and  lift  us  up.  Such  a  faith  talks 
to  God  as  naturally  as  to  a  friend ;  it 
looks  to  God  for  help  in  adding  figures 
or  washing  dishes  or  teaching  children, 
just  as  much  as  in  praying  or  reading 
the  Bible  or  visiting  the  sick.  That  is 
what  is  meant,  I  think,  by  a  reasonable 
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faith.     It  is  a  faith  which  appeals  to 
men  and  draws  them  to  God. 


0,  dear  Lord,  grant  me  such  faith 
that,  knowing  Thee  as  my  constant 
Friend,  I  may  so  live  in  conscious 
nearness  to  Thee  that  men  may  love 
and  trust  Thee  in  spite  of  themselves. 
Keep  me  from  vague  ideas  and  hard 
dogmas,  and  may  my  faith  come  into 
ever  richer  fulness  through  my  love 
and  experience.  For  Jesus'  sake. 
Amen. 


THE  VOICE  IN  THE  TWILIGHT 

I  was  sitting  alone  towards  the  twilight, 

With  spirit  troubled  and  vexed, 
With  thoughts  that  were  morbid  and  gloomy, 

And  faith  that  was  sadly  perplexed. 

Some  homely  work  I  was  doing 
For  the  child  of  my  love  and  care, 

Some  stitches  half  wearily  setting, 
In  the  endless  need  of  repair. 
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But  my  thoughts  were  about  the  "  building," 
The  work  some  day  to  be  tried  ; 

And  that  only  the  gold  and  the  silver, 
And  the  precious  stones,  should  abide. 

And  remembering  my  own  poor  efforts, 
The  wretched  work  I  had  done, 

And,  even  when  trying  most  truly, 
The  meagre  success  I  had  won : 

"  It  is  nothing  but  '  wood,  hay  and  stubble,'  " 
I  said  ;  "  it  will  all  be  burned  "  - 
This  useless  fruit  of  the  talents 
One  day  to  be  returned. 

"  And  I  have  so  longed  to  serve  Him, 
And  sometimes  I  k)iow  I  have  tried ; 
But  I'm  sure  when  He  sees  such  building, 
He  will  never  let  it  abide." 

Just  then,  as  I  turned  the  garment, 
That  no  rent  should  be  left  behind, 

My  eye  caught  an  odd  little  bungle 
Of  mending  and  patchwork  combined. 

My  heart  grew  suddenly  tender, 
And  something  blinded  my  eyes, 

With  one  of  those  sweet  intuitions 
That  sometimes  make  us  so  wise. 

Dear  child  !     She  wanted  to  help  me, 
I  knew  'twas  the  best  she  could  do ; 

But  oh,  what  a  botch  she  had  made  it  — 
The  gray  mismatching  the  blue  ! 
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And  yet — can  you  understand  it  ?  — 
With  a  tender  smile  and  a  tear, 

And  a  half-compassionate  yearning, 
I  felt  she  had  grown  more  dear. 

Then  a  sweet  voice  broke  the  silence, 
And  the  dear  Lord  said  to  me, 
"  Art  thou  tenderer  for  the  little  child 
Than  I  am  tender  for  thee  ?  " 

Then  straightway  I  knew  His  meaning, 
So  full  of  compassion  and  love, 

And  my  faith  came  back  to  its  Refuge 
Like  the  glad  returning  dove. 

For  I  thought,  when  the  Master-Builder 
Comes  down  His  temple  to  view, 

To  see  what  rents  must  be  mended 
And  what  must  be  builded  anew, 

Perhaps  as  He  looks  o'er  the  building 
He  will  bring  my  work  to  the  light, 

And  seeing  the  marring  and  bungling, 
And  how  far  it  all  is  from  right, 

He  will  feel  as  I  felt  for  my  darling, 

And  will  say,  as  I  said  for  her, 

"  Dear  child  !     She  wanted  to  help  me, 

And  love  for  me  was  the  spur. 

"  And,  for  the  true  love  that  is  in  it, 

The  work  shall  seem  perfect  as  mine, 
And  because  it  was  willing  service, 
I  will  crown  it  with  plaudit  divine." 
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And  there  in  the  deepening  twilight 
I  seemed  to  be  clasping  a  hand, 

And  to  feel  a  great  love  constraining  me, 
Stronger  than  any  command. 

Then  I  knew  by  the  thrill  of  sweetness, 
'Twas  the  hand  of  the  Blessed  One, 

That  would  tenderly  guide  and  hold  me 
Till  all  the  labor  is  done. 

So  my  thoughts  are  nevermore  gloomy, 

My  faith  no  longer  is  dim, 
But  my  heart  is  strong  and  restful, 

And  mine  eyes  are  unto  Him. 

— Mrs.  Herrick  Johnson. 
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Superstition  ant>  jfaitb 

What  is   the  distinction  between  a 
reasonable  faith  and  superstition  ? 


Superstition  thinks  of  the  act  of 
faith ;  faith  thinks  of  the  object  of 
faith.  If  I  am  superstitious  I  say  :  "  I 
must  not  sit  down  with  thirteen  at  the 
table,"  or,  "  I  must  say  prayers  to  keep 
off  the  evil  one."  I  do  not  think  of 
the  Christ  as  my  constant  companion, 
or  of  the  love  He  bears,  but  only  of  the 
terror  and  the  danger.  Superstition 
is  born  of  fear ;  faith  is  born  of  love. 
Whatever  service  we  render,  whatever 
worship  we  give,  whatever  good  thing 
we  do,  if  fear  controls  us  the  good  is 
lost,  for  the  motive  makes  the  char- 

141 


beacons  on  Xife's  Debase 


acter  of  the  action.  If  my  boy  obeys 
me  because  he  is  afraid  to  disobey,  his 
obedience  is  very  little  comfort  to  me ; 
but  if  he  obeys  because  he  loves  me, 
then  I  am  satisfied.  Superstition  is 
based  on  imagination ;  faith  is  based 
on  reason.  A  reasonable  faith,  then, 
is  that  which  loves  and  trusts  God, 
which  relies  upon  Him  and  thinks  of 
Him,  which  holds  to  Him  even  in 
doubt  and  darkness,  and  never  forgets 
Ilim.  The  danger  for  most  of  us  lies 
in  forgetting  God  while  we  do,  or  try 
to  do,  His  works.  God  must  be  first 
always.  Prayer  which  is  formal  is 
superstitious ;  good  works  which  are 
loveless  are  superstitious.  "In  His 
Name "  is  the  power  which  destroys 
superstition  and  establishes  faith. 


Keep  me,  my  King,  from  all  little- 
ness of  thought  and  feeling,  that  in 
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the  largeness  of  Thy  love  I  may  see 
things  as  they  are.  Give  me  reverence 
without  idolatry,  faith  without  super- 
stition, love  without  fear.  And  may 
my  trust  be  in  Thee  more  than  in  any- 
thing which  Thou  hast  given  me.  Let 
not  Thy  gifts  hide  Thee,  the  loving 
Giver,  from  me.  So  shall  my  faith  be 
true  because  it  is  iixed  on  Thee.     Amen. 


A  CONFESSION 
You  ask  me  how  I  gave  my  heart  to  Christ  ? 

I  do  not  know. 
There  came  a  yearning  for  Him  in  my  soul, 

So  long  ago. 
I  found  earth's  flowers  would  fade  and  die  — 
I  wept  for  something  that  could  satisfy ; 
And  then — and  then — somehow  I  seemed  to  dare 
To  lift  my  broken  heart  to  Him  in  prayer. 

I  do  not  know  — 

I  cannot  tell  you  how ; 

I  only  know 

He  is  my  Saviour  now. 

You  ask  me  when  I  gave  my  heart  to  Christ? 

I  cannot  tell. 
The  day,  or  just  the  hour,  I  do  not  now 

Remember  well. 
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It  must  have  been  when  I  was  all  alone 
The  light  of  His  forgiving  Spirit  shone 
Into  my  heart,  so  clouded  o'er  with  sin  ; 
I  think — I  think  'twas  then  I  let  Him  in. 
I  do  not  know  — 

I  cannot  tell  you  when ; 
I  only  know 

He  is  so  dear  since  then. 


You  ask  me  where  I  gave  my  heart  to  Christ  ? 

I  cannot  say. 
That  sacred  place  has  faded  from  my  sight, 

As  yesterday. 
Perhaps  He  thought  it  better  I  should  not 
Remember  where.     How  I   should  love  that  spot' 
1  think  I  could  not  tear  myself  away, 
For  I  should  wish  forever  there  to  stay. 

I  do  not  know  — 

I  cannot  tell  you  where  ; 

I  only  know 

He  came  and  blessed  me  there. 


You  ask  me  why  I  gave  my  heart  to  Christ  ? 

I  can  reply  ; 
It  is  a  wondrous  story  ;  listen,  while 

I  tell  you  why. 
My  heart  was  drawn,  at  length,  to  seek  His  face  : 
I  was  alone,  I  had  no  resting-place  ; 
I  heard  how  lie  loved  me,  with  a  love 
Of  depth  so  great — of  height  so  far  above 
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A  human  ken 

I  longed  such  love  to  share ; 
And  sought  it  then, 

Upon  my  knees,  in  prayer. 

You  ask  me  why  I  thought  this  loving  Christ 

Would  heed  my  prayer  ? 
I  knew  He  died  upon  the  Cross  for  me  — 

I  nailed  Him  there  ! 
I  heard  His  dying  cry,  "  Father,  forgive  !  " 
I  saw  Him  drink  death's  cup  that  I  might  live ; 
My  head  was  bowed  upon  my  breast  in  shame ! 
He  called  me — and  in  penitence  I  came. 

He  heard  my  prayer ! 
I  cannot  tell  you  how, 

Nor  when,  nor  where  : 
Only  I  love  Him  now. 
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You  say :  "  Our  spiritual  natures 
grow  by  meeting  and  mastering 
trouble."  How  does  God  wish  us  to 
meet  sorrow,  particularly  the  sorrow 
of  giving  back  to  Him  those  dear  to 
us?  And  what  is  meant  by  the  ex- 
pression, "  God  revealed  Himself  to  me 
in  my  sorrow  "  ? 


Ah,  how  many  of  us  have  asked 
the  first  question  !  But  the  answer  is 
clear,  if  only  we  will  accept  it.  If 
we  love  God,  then  all  things  must 
work  for  our  good.  (See  Rom. 
8 :  28.)  Sorrows  become  messengers 
of  mercy,  and  pain  is  an  angel  of  love, 
and  trouble  is  God's  hand,  heavy  at 
first,  but  afterwards  full  of  strength. 
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When  we  realize  this,  then  the  bitter- 
ness passes  away  and  we  have  met  and 
mastered  the  trouble.  I  called  this 
week  to  see  a  lady  both  of  whose  arms 
were  broken  in  an  accident  last  sum- 
mer. "Every  day  the  doctor  comes 
and  works  my  fingers  and  hands  and 
arms  to  make  them  limber,  and  O,  how 
it  hurts,"  said  the  lady.  And  then 
pretty  soon  she  said :  "  There  is  no 
doctor  like  him,  so  gentle  and  skil- 
ful." You  see  she  knew  the  pain  he 
gave  her  was  for  her  own  good.  So 
it  is  that  we,  God's  children,  look  to 
Him  and  love  Him  because  He  is  de- 
veloping us  and  making  us  like  Him- 
self. Therefore  God  wishes  us  to  meet 
sorrow  bravely  and  thankfully  ;  not 
necessarily  without  tears,  because  tears 
are  a  relief,  and  Jesus  Himself  wept ; 
but  as  intelligent  men.  Particularly 
is  this  true  regarding  death.     We  sor- 
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row,  but  not  without  hope.  God  re- 
veals Himself  because  we  seem  so  near 
to  the  other  world,  and  He  tells  us  so 
many  comforting  truths,  and  spiritual 
things  seem  more  real  than  material 
things. 

Angel  of  pain !  I  think  thy  face 
"Will  be,  in  all  the  heavenly  place, 
The  sweetest  face  that  I  shall  see. 
The  sweetest  face  to  smile  on  me. 
All  other  angels  faint  and  tire  ; 
Joy  wearies  and  forsakes  desire  ; 
Hope  falters,  face  to  face  with  fate, 
And  dies  because  it  cannot  wait. 
And  love  cuts  short  each  loving  day, 
Because  fond  hearts  cannot  obey 
That  subtlest  law  which  measures  bliss 
By  what  it  is  content  to  miss. 
But  thou,  O  loving,  faithful  pain  — 
Hated,  reproached,  rejected,  slain  — 
Dost  only  closer  cling,  and  bless 
In  sweeter,  stronger  steadfastness. 
Dear  patient  angel,  to  thine  own 
Thou  comest,  and  art  never  known 
Till  late  in  some  lone  twilight  place 
The  light  of  thy  transfigured  face 
Sudden  shines  out,  and,  speechless,  they 
Know  they  have  walked  with  Christ  all  day. 
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Let  me  lie  still  in  suffering,  dear 
Christ,  and  think  of  Thee.  Fix  my 
mind  on  Thy  Cross  and  Passion,  and 
make  me  know  the  bliss  of  being  Thy 
companion  in  pain.  And  oh,  when  it 
is  hard  to  be  calm  and  quiet,  come 
Thou  very,  very  near,  and  speak  peace 
to  my  soul.  So  shall  my  grief  be 
turned  to  joy  and  my  heaviness  to 
cheer.     Amen. 


OMNISCIENCE 

God  knows,  not  I,  the  devious  way 
Wherein  my  faltering  feet  must  tread, 

Before  into  the  light  of  day 

My  steps  from  out  this  gloom  are  led. 

And,  since  my  Lord  the  path  doth  see, 

What  difference  if  'tis  hid  from  me  ? 

God  knows,  not  I,  how  sweet  accord 
Shall  grow  at  length  from  out  this  crash 

Of  earthly  discords  which  have  jarred 
On  soul  and  sense.     I  hear  the  clash  — 

Vet  feel  and  know  that  on  His  ear 

Breaks  harmony,  full,  deep,  and  clear. 
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God  knows,  not  I,  why,  when  I'd  fain 
Have  walked  in  pastures  green  and  fair, 

The  path  He  pointed  me  has  lain 

Through  rocky  deserts,  bleak  and  bare. 

I  blindly  trust — since  'tis  His  will  — 

This  way  lies  safety,  that  way,  ill. 

And  He  knows,  too,  despite  my  will, 

I'm  weak  when  I  should  be  most  strong, 

And  after  earnest  wrestling,  still 
I  see  the  right,  yet  do  the  wrong. 

Is't  that  He'd  have  me  learn  at  length 

Not  mine,  but  His,  the  saving  strength  ? 

His  perfect  plan  I  may  not  grasp, 

Yet  I  can  trust  Love  Infinite, 
And  with  my  feeble  fingers  clasp 

The  Hand  which  leads  me  to  the  light. 
My  soul  upon  His  errand  goes, 
The  end  I  know  not,  but — God  knows. 
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Can  I  realize  my  own  growth  in 
righteousness  ? 

Only  indirectly.  When  I  am  climb- 
ing a  mountain  the  distance  I  have 
come  seems  as  nothing  compared  with 
the  height  still  awaiting  my  ascent. 
So  when  I  think  I  have  made  some 
progress,  if  I  place  myself  by  the  side 
of  Jesus  I  am  so  wretched  that  I  de- 
spise myself.  The  Bible  seems  to  teach 
that  our  growth  in  holiness  is  gradual, 
within  us  and  unknown.  When  we  see 
Jesus  at  last  then  we  shall  be  revealed 
as  we  are.  But  during  the  battle  of 
life  we  can  be  encouraged  and  assured 
by  something  better  than  self-study : 
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(1)  If  I  love  to  think  of  and  study 
Christ  then  I  must  unconsciously  par- 
take of  His  nature.  (2)  I  must  see  my- 
self as  by  God's  grace  I  am  to  be  when 
the  work  is  finished.  That  is  the  way 
God  sees  me — just  as  the  sculptor  sees 
not  the  block  of  marble,  but  the  statue 
which  is  hidden  in  it.  (3)  If  we  use  the 
means  of  grace  which  God  has  given, 
— prayer,  Bible-study,  communion,  etc., 
then  we  can  be  certain  of  advance, 
because  God  has  promised.  (4)  We 
can  remember  that  it  is  not  ourselves 
outside  of  Christ  or  apart  from  Christ, 
but  ourselves  in  Christ,  who  are  per- 
fect. If  I  abide  in  Him,  love  Him, 
pray  to  Him,  talk  with  Him,  then  no 
matter  how  weak  I  am  in  myself,  in 
Him  I  am  perfect. 


Lead  me  onward,  dear  Master,  by 
Thine   own   path,  for   Thou   knowest 
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what  is  best  for  me.  Teach  me  to  use 
all  things,  whether  good  or  bad,  that  I 
may  grow  more  like  Thee.  I  cannot 
see  my  advance  now,  but  oh,  keep  me 
patient  and  true,  that  when  I  awake  in 
Thy  likeness  I  may  be  satisfied. 
Amen. 


FINISH  THY  WORK 

Finish  thy  work,  the  time  is  short; 

The  sun  is  in  the  west ; 
The  night  is  coming  down — till  then 
Think  not  of  rest. 

Yes,  finish  all  thy  work,  then  rest ; 

Till  then,  rest  never ; 
The  rest  prepared  for  thee  by  God 
Is  rest  forever. 

Finish  thy  work,  then  wipe  thy  brow ; 
Ungird  thee  from  thy  toil  ; 
Take  breath,  and  from  each  weary  limb 
Shake  off  the  soil. 

Finish  thy  work,  then  sit  thee  down 

On  some  celestial  hill, 
And  of  its  strength-reviving  air 
Take  thou  thy  fill. 
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Finish  thy  work,  then  go  in  peace ; 

Life's  battle  fought  and  won, 
Hear  from  the  throne  the  Master's  voice - 
"  Well  done  !  well  done  !  " 

Finish  thy  work,  then  take  thy  harp, 

Give  praise  to  God  above  ; 
Sing  a  new  song  of  mighty  joy 
And  endless  love. 

Give  thanks  to  Him  Who  thee  hath  held 

In  all  thy  path  below, 
Who  made  thee  faithful  unto  death, 
And  crowns  thee  now  ! 
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I  often  wish  I  could  take  up  my  Bible 
as  an  unfamiliar  book;  my  acquaint- 
ance with  it  since  childhood  seems  to 
me  at  times  a  detriment  to  my  approach 
to  it.  How  can  I  find  the  Bible  fresh 
and  interesting  reading  ? 


If  one  knows  Hebrew  and  Greek, 
it  helps  a  great  deal  to  read  the  Old 
Testament  in  the  Hebrew  or  in  the 
Septuagint  version,  and  the  New  Tes- 
tament in  Greek.  To  read  it  in  French 
or  Italian  or  Spanish  or  German  often 
brings  freshness  because  of  the  varied 
ways  in  which  the  original  is  rendered. 
One  of  the  earlier  English  translations, 
as  the  Bishop's  Bible,  or  the  Cranmer 
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Bible,  is  also  suggestive.  Professor 
Moulton's  Bible  volumes  are  helpful  in 
their  arrangement  and  treatment  of 
some  of  the  books,  though  his  transla- 
tion is  that  of  the  Eevised  Version 
which  does  not  differ  very  much  for 
general  reading  from  our  King  James 
translation. 

There  are  other  and  simpler  ways, 
however,  to  make  the  Bible  fresh  and 
helpful,  since  few  of  us  have  access  to 
the  Bibles  mentioned  above,  or  possess 
the  ability  to  read  them. 

1.  Try  to  apply  the  Bible  messages  to 
yourself  and  your  own  life.  For  in- 
stance read  St.  John  14  as  if  it  were 
written  :  M  Let  not  thy  heart  be  troub- 
led ;  thou  believest  in  God,  believe  also 
in  Me,"  making  the  address  personal. 
Or  else  read  it,  as  you  speak  yourself,  in 
modern  English.  "  Don't  let  your  heart 
be  troubled  ;  if  you  believe  in  God,  why 
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can't  you  also  believe  in  Me?"  In 
other  words,  make  the  Bible  mean  a 
definite  address  from  the  Father  or 
from  Christ  to  yourself. 

2.  Kepeat  familiar  passages,  recit- 
ing them  audibly.  Sometimes  nothing 
makes  God's  Word  so  real  as  hearing 
one's  own  voice  say  the  words.  Some 
one  once  told  me  that  he  recited  the 
Twenty-third  Psalm  out  in  the  fields 
where  there  were  sheep,  and  it  had  a 
new  meaning. 

3.  Kecite  passages  at  a  time  when 
they  seem  singularly  to  apply  to  your- 
self. In  danger  or  trouble  repeat 
Psalm  130.  In  confessing  your  sins  to 
God  repeat  Psalm  Fifty-one.  In  think- 
ing of  Heaven  say  aloud  Rev.  22.  If 
you  are  doing  charitable  work  say  to 
yourself  1  Cor.  13,  and  apply  it.  If 
you  are  in  doubt,  repeat  Rom.  8.  It 
is  a  good  custom  to  mark  on  the  Bible 
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margin  the  circumstances  under  which 
the  chapter  or  verse  seemed  to  meet 
your  need. 

4.  In  reading,  either  read  a  book 
right  through  or  take  a  sentence  and 
meditate  upon  it,  and  then  stop.  Most 
of  us  take  the  chapters  and  verses  as 
if  these  divisions  were  inspired,  whereas 
they  are  quite  modern.  Ko  one  can 
ever  get  the  beauty  of  the  book  of 
Job  or  The  Song  of  Solomon  without 
reading  it  through  at  a  sitting.  So 
with  the  gospels.  For  daily  devotional 
reading  take  only  a  verse  or  two,  and 
apply  the  message.  For  instance : 
"  Come  unto  Me  ;  "  "  My  Jesus  is  call- 
ing ;  He  wishes  me  to  come.  How  can 
I  ?  I  am  sinful !  But  He  will  forgive. 
I  am  careless !  But  He  knows  it. 
What  shall  I  do  in  order  to  come  ? 
Pray.  Talk  to  Him.  Do  His  will. 
Have  I  come  to  Him  at  all  to-day  ?    To 

1GG 


ffamfliatfts  witb  tbe  JBfble 


whom  did  I  go  with  my  trouble  ?  "  etc. 
"What  we  need  is  not  a  certain  amount, 
but  a  certain  application. 

Thus  the  Bible  will  become  blessed 
through  our  very  familiarity  with  it. 
I  know  a  man  who  in  family  prayer  or 
in  visiting  the  sick  never  opens  the 
Bible,  but  just  repeats  passages.  It  be- 
comes a  very  real  message  so,  both  to 
him  and  to  those  who  listen. 


Blessed  Lord,  Who  hast  caused  all 
Holy  Scriptures  to  be  written  for  our 
learning ;  grant  that  we  may  in  such 
wise  hear  them,  read,  mark,  learn,  and 
inwardly  digest  them,  that  by  patience 
and  comfort  of  Thy  Holy  Word,  we 
may  embrace  and  ever  hold  fast  the 
blessed  hope  of  everlasting  life  which 
Thou  hast  given  us  in  our  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ.     Amen. 
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«  LIGHTEN  OUR  DARKNESS  " 

Half  doubting  in  the  dark  we  stand, 

Longing  Thy  glance  to  meet. 
And  tremblingly  stretch  out  a  hand 

To  touch  Thy  sacred  feet ; 
Surely,  dear  Lord,  we  know  Thee  nigh, 
Yet  for  a  closer  proof  we  sigh. 

Our  hearts  are  bowed  by  earthly  fears, 

Oh,  raise  them  nearer  Thee  : 
Our  eyes  are  dimmed  by  earthly  tears, 

Oh,  grant  them  sight  to  see  : 
Lighten  our  darkness,  Lord,  we  cry, 
That  we  may  know  Thee  standing  nigh. 

Speak  to  each  weary  storm-tossed  heart, 
Yea,  speak  Thy  "  Peace,  be  still !  " 

Then  never  more  from  us  depart 
Whilst  we  our  days  fulfill ; 

Till  on  our  spirit's  glad  amaze 

Brightens  the  sunlight  of  Thy  gaze. 

— Isabella  M.  Mortimer. 
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©eligbt  in  (Sob's  UUloro 

My  devotional  reading  of  the  Bible 
does  not  profit  me  as  much  as  I  think 
it  ought  to.  How  can  I  acquire  a  real 
delight  in  Bible  reading  ? 


There  are  several  difficulties  which 
often,  half  unconsciously,  block  the 
way  to  profitable  and  comforting  Bible 
reading.  One  is  the  doubt  raised  by 
current  agitation  regarding  the  Bible. 
Against  this  we  must  set  our  face  as  a 
flint.  No  blessing  can  come  from  God 
to  one  who  doubts  God.  It  is  one  of 
the  struggles  which  men  who  read, 
and  have  to  read,  books  dealing  with 
religious  matters  must  pass  through — 
this  struggle  of  learning   what  men 
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think  and  say,  and  yet  keeping  the 
faith  of  childhood  clear  and  strong. 
We  must  go  to  the  Bible  believing  that 
it  is  God's  Book,  a  message  from  Him 
to  us,  if  we  would  receive  help. 

Another  difficulty  is  that  we  read 
too  much  at  a  time.  "  Devotional  use 
of  the  Bible"  and  "study  of  the 
Bible "  are  two  distinct  things,  em- 
ploying different  faculties  of  our  na- 
ture. When  I  go  to  the  Bible  for 
comfort  or  guidance,  a  short  passage, 
perhaps  only  a  verse  or  half  a  verse, 
followed  by  meditation  on  what  is 
read,  will  give  me  more  help  than 
reading  a  whole  chapter.  It  is  so  full 
of  divine  truth  that  we  cannot  digest 
much  at  a  time.  There  is  a  great  deal 
of  spiritual  indigestion  amongst  Chris- 
tians. 

And  yet  a  third  source  of  difficulty 
is  not  carrying  the  message  with  us 
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through  the  day.  To  read,  and  to  for- 
get, is  of  no  benefit.  To  read,  and  to 
remember  and  use  what  is  read,  is  al- 
ways profitable.  A  full  desire  for 
Bible  reading  comes  in  response  to 
prayer  and  faith  and  action.  Before  I 
read  let  me  close  my  eyes  while  I  hold 
the  dear  Book  in  my  hands  and  pray, 
"  Dear  Lord,  give  me  a  message  from 
Thy  Word  which  will  help  me." 
Then  let  me  expect  and  look  for  help. 
And  then  let  me  keep  the  help  and 
dwell  upon  it.  It  is  good,  in  this  re- 
gard, often  to  take  some  special  line 
of  reading.  The  words  of  Jesus,  the 
promises  of  God,  the  prayers  of  the 
Bible,  the  words  from  the  Cross — such 
special  selections  often  satisfy  when 
random  reading  fails.  And  then  when 
we  are  in  difficulty  of  any  kind,  if  we 
will  only  go  to  the  good  Book  for 
help,  not  only  will  we  never  fail  to  re- 
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ceive  it,  but  our  love  for  this  Guide 
which  God  has  given  will  increase. 
We  are  too  much  afraid,  in  these  days, 
of  superstition  and  religious  idolatry. 
The  reaction  from  the  credulity  of  the 
middle  ages  has  left  us  cold  and  unim- 
passioned.  Do  not  let  us  be  afraid  of 
loving  and  trusting  the  Bible.  If  it  is 
God's  Word,  then  it  must  be  a  rich 
treasure  of  divine  power  resting  in  our 
very  hands ;  a  veritable  gift  from 
God. 


I  thank  Thee,  dear  Lord,  for  Thy 
Word.  It  is  my  guide  and  my  stay 
and  my  delight.  Help  me  to  use  it 
constantly  as  a  message  from  Thee. 
May  it  speak  to  my  soul  and  make  me 
strong  to  live.  And  let  me  never 
doubt  its  power  to  lead  and  instruct 
and  bless.     Amen. 
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LIGHT 

"  O  send  out  Thy  light  and  Thy  truth,  that  they  may  lead 
me,  and  bring  me  unto  Thy  holy  hill,  and  to  Thy  dwelling." 
—Psalm  43:3. 

Thou  only  Source  of  light  and  life  Divine, 

In  this  dark  day 
Send  out  Thy  light  and  truth,  that  they  may  shine 

Across  my  way, 
Dispersing  these  chill  shadows  till  I  see 
The  sure  though  narrow  road  that  leads  to  Thee. 

Far,  far  across  the  giddy,  wilful  wild 

Of  long-gone  days, 
The  heavenly  radiance  which  in  childhood  smiled 

Upon  my  ways, 
I  still  can  trace  ;  but  ah  !  earth's  fitful  glare 
Soon  lured  me  from  those  paths  so  bright  and  fair. 

Long  have  I  followed  where  those  lurid  gleams 

Have  lead  me  on, 
Leaving  behind  Thy  pure  and  living  beams  ; 

Now  all  alone 
I  feel  the  weird,  gray  shadows  round  me  press, 
And  fear  and  shudder  in  my  guiltiness. 

O  loving  Saviour,  ere  the  darkness  quite 

Encompass  me, 
Send  out  once  more  that  true  and  holy  light, 

That  it  may  be 
My  guide  until,  through  danger  and  through  gloom, 
It  bring  at  last  my  wayward  footsteps  home. 
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I  ask  not  ease,  nor  calm  and  starry  skies, 

Nor  gentle  airs 
To  soothe  my  brow,  nor  where  the  brooklet  hies 

Down  stony  stairs, 
With  silvery  laughter  do  I  long  to  go, — 
Nay,  meekly  do  I  bow  to  all  my  woe. 

Only,  amid  the  pain  and  weariness, 

That  some  faint  beam 
Of  Thine  own  brightness,  my  lone  heart  to  bless, 

May  sweetly  gleam  ; 
Only  that  when  the  end  comes,  one  soft  ray 
Point  me  where  sighs  and  sorrows  flee  away. 

— G.  W.  D. 
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£be  Xor&'s  Supper 

How  can  I  receive  the  greatest  good 
from  the  Lord's  Supper,  and  what  will 
help  me  in  preparation  for  it  ? 


< 


The  Lord's  Supper,  or  "  the  Sacra- 
ment," as  the  dear  old  Scotch  call  it, 
means  so  much  that  it  is  difficult  to 
answer  in  a  paragraph  such  a  question. 
But  we  may  truly  say  that  when  we 
know  that  we  are  coming  to  our 
Father's  table,  and  made  fit  to  come 
through  Jesus  Christ,  our  very  ac- 
tion strengthens  us,  our  very  position 
there  at  His  feast  through  His  invi- 
tation gives  us  courage,  inspiration, 
power.     Hence   the   best   preparation 
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for  this  sacrament  is  the  thought  of 
all  God  has  done  for  us.  We  do  not 
need  so  much  to  analyze  ourselves ;  we 
know  that  we  are  weak  and  sinful,  and 
that  is  why  God  has  called  us.  But 
we  do  need  to  meditate  on  God's 
dear  love  in  Christ.  Such  books  as 
Ian  Maclaren's  "  In  the  Upper  Koom," 
and  Henry  Belfrage's  "  Sacramental 
Addresses  and  Meditations,"  are  won- 
derful helps  in  such  meditation. 

In  coming  to  the  Lord's  Supper  we 
should  remember  three  things :  first, 
to  pray  for  others.  O,  what  a  glorious 
opportunity  to  plead  for  some  wan- 
derer, some  dear  friend,  some  unbe- 
liever !  It  means  so  much  to  place  his 
name  there  at  the  dear  Lord's  feet 
while  we  "do  this  in  memory"  of 
Ilim.  Second,  to  pray  for  the  world, 
for  missions,  for  the  coming  of  God's 
kingdom.      Third,   to   consecrate   our- 
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selves  to  God,  to  give  ourselves  anew 
to  Him.  That  dear  hymn  of  Miss 
HavergaFs  is  a  blessed  part  of  every 
communion,  when  we  ask  the  King  to 
take  us  and  use  us  for  His  honor  and 
glory : 

Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee. 


0  blessed  Christ,  Who  hast  died  for 
me,  help  me  to  do  as  Thou  hast  asked 
in  remembrance  of  Thee.  I  bless 
Thee  for  the  proof  of  Thy  love  which 
Thou  dost  ever  give  me  in  the  Holy 
Communion.  Let  me  come  in  simple 
trust  as  to  my  Father's  Table,  and 
may  I  take  what  Thou  dost  give  in 
faith.  So  shall  I  be  fed  indeed,  and 
made  strong  and  clean  in  Thy  sight. 
Amen. 
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COMMUNION  HYMN 

And  now,  O  Father,  mindful  of  the  love 

That  bought  us,  once  for  all,  on  Calvary's  tree, 

And  having  with  us  Him  Who  pleads  above, 
We  here  present,  we  here  spread  forth  to  Thee 

That  only  offering  perfect  in  Thine  eyes, 

The  one  true,  pure,  immortal  sacrifice. 

Look,  Father,  look  on  His  anointed  face, 
And  only  look  on  us  as  found  in  Him  ; 

Look  not  on  our  misusings  of  Thy  grace, 
Our  prayer  so  languid,  and  our  faith  so  dim  ; 

For  lo  !  between  our  sins  and  their  reward, 

We  set  the  Passion  of  Thy  Son  our  Lord. 

And  then  for  those,  our  dearest  and  our  best, 
By  this  prevailing  presence  we  appeal ; 

Oh,  fold  them  closer  to  Thy  mercy's  breast ! 
Oh,  do  Thine  utmost  for  their  souls'  true  weal ! 

From  tainting  mischief  keep  them  white  and  clear, 

And  crown  Thy  gifts  with  strength  to  persevere. 

And  so  we  come  ;  O  draw  us  to  Thy  feet, 

Most  patient  Saviour,  Who  canst  love  us  still ! 

And  by  this  Food,  so  awful  and  so  sweet, 
Deliver  us  from  every  touch  of  ill  : 

In  Thine  own  service  make  us  glad  and  free, 

And  grant  us  never  more  to  part  with  Thee. 

— Wm.  Bright. 
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Gbe  SHols  Spirit 

How  can  I  know  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
dwells  with  me  ? 


If  we  bring  forth  the  fruits  of  the 
Spirit  (Gal.  5  :  22,  23)  in  any  measure, 
or  if  we  have  a  keen  desire  for  them, 
then  the  Holy  Ghost  must  be  within 
us.  But  we  have  a  simpler  assurance 
yet.  God  has  promised  to  give  us  His 
Spirit  (St.  Luke  11 :  13),  and  if  we  be- 
lieve God  we  must  know  that  His 
promise  is  fulfilled.  It  is  only  when 
we  wilfully  grieve  Him  and  drive  Him 
away,  that  we  are  without  His  guid- 
ance, and  then,  alas !  we  do  not  know 
or  care  for  our  loss.  This  is  the  "  age 
of  the  Holy  Spirit,"  as  it  is   called. 
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The  Spirit  is  brooding  over  humanity 
to  bring  order  and  peace  and  beauty, 
as  long  ago  He  brooded  over  chaos  to 
bring  shape  to  earthly  matter  and 
forces  (Gen.  1 :  2).  Everything  good 
that  man  does,  every  invention,  every 
discovery,  every  work  of  art  or  science, 
is  caused  directly  by  the  Spirit  work- 
ing upon  and  through  man  ;  for  every 
man  has  the  Spirit  of  God.  If  a  man 
recognizes  this  gift  and  opens  to  it 
his  heart  and  life,  and  obeys  all  the 
noble  impulses  of  the  Spirit,  then  the 
gift  becomes  richer  and  greater.  And 
when  he  gives  himself  up  wholly  to 
God's  ruling,  then  he  is  "  full  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,"  as  was  Stephen  (Acts  6 : 5). 


O  God,  Holy  Ghost,  sanctifier  of  the 
faithful ;  visit  us,  we  pray  Thee,  with 
Thy  love  and  favor.  Enlighten  our 
minds  more  and  more  with  the  light  of 


Gbe  DolE  Spfrit 

the  everlasting  Gospel.  Graft  in  our 
hearts  a  love  of  the  truth.  Increase  in 
us  true  religion.  Nourish  us  with  all 
goodness.  And  of  Thy  great  mercy 
keep  us  in  the  same,  O  blessed  Spirit, 
Whom,  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 
together,  we  worship  and  glorify  as 
one  God,  world  without  end.     Amen. 


WHITSUNTIDE 
Breathe  on  me,  breath  of  God, 

Fill  me  with  life  anew, 
That  I  may  love  what  Thou  dost  love, 

And  do  what  Thou  wouldst  do. 

Breathe  on  me,  breath  of  God, 

Until  my  heart  is  pure; 
Until  with  Thee  I  will  one  will, 

To  do  or  to  endure. 

Breathe  on  me,  breath  of  God, 

Till  I  am  wholly  Thine, 
Till  all  this  earthly  part  of  me 

Glows  with  Thy  fire  divine. 

Breathe  on  me,  breath  of  God, 

So  shall  I  never  die, 
But  live  with  Thee  the  perfect  life 

Of  Thine  eternity. 
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ADeWtaticm 

What  is  meant  by  meditation  ? 


Meditation  is  silent  thought  about 
real  things.  It  has  several  parts : 
self-examination,  which  is  a  study  of 
one's  self,  one's  motives,  one's  failures 
or  successes ;  contemplation,  which  is 
a  study  of  the  works  of  God  or  of  God 
Himself;  adoration,  which  is  an  ex- 
pression of  praise  and  love ;  supplica- 
tion, which  is  the  cry  of  the  heart  to 
God.  In  the  "quiet  hour,"  which, 
thank  God,  has  become  so  frequent  a 
blessing  in  our  churches  and  conven- 
tions, we  have  the  idea  of  meditation 
especially  emphasized ;  it  is  the  public 
expression  of  the  private  experience. 
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Ah,  these  moments  of  quiet  with  God, 
when  the  world  is  shut  out,  when  we 
are  alone,  when,  like  the  disciples  on 
the  Mount  of  Transfiguration,  we  see 
only  Jesus  with  ourselves !  How 
blessed  they  are ! 

Sometimes  I  take  a  verse  of 
God's  Bible  and  study  it :  "  The 
Lord  is  my  Shepherd."  (1)  Self-ex- 
amination :  Have  I  behaved  as  the 
Shepherd  would  have  me?  Have  I 
followed  Him,  looked  up  to  Him,  kept 
near  to  Him  ?  (2)  Contemplation : 
What  a  wonderful  Shepherd  He  is — 
so  patient,  so  loving,  so  watchful,  so 
kind  !  (3)  Adoration :  O,  thou  great 
Shepherd,  I  love  Thee !  Blessed  art 
Thou,  the  joy,  the  comfort  of  my  life ! 
(4)  Supplication :  Ah,  dear  Lord,  be 
my  Shepherd  indeed.  I  am  so  weak, 
so  feeble,  so  heedless.  Lead  me  and 
take  care  of  me. 
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Sometimes  I  take  God's  attributes — 
His  love,  His  power,  His  wisdom,  His 
endurance — and  meditate  upon  these. 
Sometimes,  like  the  Psalmist  (Psalm  8), 
I  meditate  upon  God's  works — the  sky, 
the  stars,  the  mountains,  the  sea,  the 
trees  and  flowers.  But  however  I 
meditate,  I  must  realize  that  it  is  the 
most  helpful  thing  for  a  Christian  to 
do,  as  necessary  as  prayer  or  Bible 
reading,  for  it  brings  him  very  near  to 
God  and  leads  him  to  open  his  heart  to 
Christ. 


Teach  me,  my  King,  to  think  of  all 
Thy  glory  and  to  meditate  upon  Thy 
truth.  Let  me  be  still  and  know 
that  Thou  art  God.  Speak  Thou 
to  me  and  make  me  listen.  And  draw 
me,  very  near,  very  near  to  Thee. 
Amen. 
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FOR  MY  SAKE 


Three  little  words,  but  full  of  tenderest  meaning; 

Three  little  words  the  heart  can  scarcely  hold  ; 
Three  little  words,  but  on  their  import  dwelling, 

What  wealth  of  love  their  syllables  unfold  ! 


ii  i 


For    My    sake '    cheer    the    suffering,   help   the 

needy ; 
On  earth  this  was  My  work;   I  give  it  thee. 
If  thou  wouldst  follow  in  thy  Master's  footsteps, 
Take  up  My  cross  and  come  and  learn  of  Me. 

"  *  For  My  sake '  press   with  steadfast   patience  on- 
ward, 

Although  the  race  be  hard,  the  battle  long. 
Within  My  Father's  house  are  many  mansions; 

There  thou  shalt  rest  and  join  the  victor's  song. 

"  And  if  in  coming  days  the  world  revile  thee, 
If  '  for  My  sake '  thou  suffer  pain  and  loss, 

Bear  on,  faint  heart;  thy  Master  went  before  thee; 
They  only  wear  His  crown  who  share  His  cross." 
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Gbree  IRinbs  of  ©beotence 

How  can  I  learn  to  obey  ? 


Obedience  is  the  hardest  lesson  to 
learn,  and  the  most  necessary.  We  re- 
bel against  any  guidance  save  our  own 
desires.  But  we  are  foolish  and  igno- 
rant, and  our  desires  often  lead  us 
astray.  So  the  dear  Lord  asks  us  to 
obey  Him  because  He  knows  just  what 
is  best  for  us.  And  as  we  obey  we 
come  to  learn  more  and  more  of  His 
will,  so  that  after  a  while  we  love  to 
do  what  He  would  have  us  do.  This 
is  the  perfection  of  obedience  and  hap- 
piness :  "  Lord,  what  wouldst  Thou 
have  me  to  do  ?  " 
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I.  Mechanical  Obedience 
A  great  many  Christians  obey  God 
because  they  know  it  is  right,  and 
yet  there  is  no  love  in  their  service. 
Doubtless  it  is  better  to  give  this  obe- 
dience than  not  to  obey  at  all.  But 
what  a  hard,  dead  thing  it  is !  The 
machine  obeys  when  I  turn  on  the 
steam  or  press  the  button  ;  but  I  never 
think  of  the  machine  as  caring  any- 
thing for  me.  It  obeys  because  it  must. 
My  boy  may  obey  me  because  he  is 
afraid  to  disobey,  but  there  is  no  com- 
fort in  his  obedience,  no  love.  Indeed, 
when  we  look  deeply,  it  is  a  question 
whether  there  can  be  real  obedience, 
"  glorious  obedience,"  unless  the  heart 
acts  as  well  as  the  body.  If  the  law 
against  stealing  were  removed  from 
our  statute-books,  many  now  esteemed 
honest  would  become  dishonest ;  is 
there  any  real  honesty  in  them  ?     If  it 
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were  not  for  bis  apparent  profit,  the 
man  would  not  go  to  church  ;  is  there 
any  merit  in  his  church-attendance  ? 
Machine  obedience  is  hard,  cold,  un- 
feeling, useless. 

II.    Patient  Obedience 

Some  Christians  shut  their  eyes,  sigh, 
and  say  :  "Well,  we  will  do  this  be- 
cause God  asks  it,  but  we  can  see  no 
good  to  come,  no  sure  result."  Per- 
haps such  obedience  is  a  little  higher 
than  the  last,  but  it  has  not  much 
trusting  love.  The  clerk  in  my  office 
writes  my  letters,  but  he  has  no  idea 
what  they  mean.  My  boy  takes  the 
medicine  I  give  him  with  a  sigh,  say- 
ing, "  It  will  not  do  me  any  good." 
And  I  find  little  to  comfort  me  in  such 
obedience.  It  has  so  little  feeling,  it 
seems  to  question  my  wisdom  and  my 
affection.     Christians    sigh    and  cry : 
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*  Ah,  Lord,  this  is  hard  ;  I  suppose  it  is 
all  right,  but  I  cannot  see  Thy  way,  it 
is  dark.  Just  lead  me."  And  they  go 
on  just  as  you  have  seen  a  blind  man 
go  when  led  by  the  hand,  groping, 
nervous,  uncertain.  O,  how  the  dear 
Father's  heart  must  sorrow  at  such 
obedience  as  that ! 

III.    Glorious  Obedience 

But  when  we  obey  because  we  love 
Him  who  speaks  to  us,  then  our  obedi- 
ence is  glorious.  It  is  no  longer  "  I 
must,"  but  "  I  wish  to,"  that  leads  us 
to  act.  We  do  His  will  because  we 
cannot  help  it.  See  what  results  fol- 
low : 

1.  The  hard  things  become  easy. 
At  first  we  said,  "  No  " ;  now  we  say, 
"  Yes."  We  glory  even  in  tribulation, 
if  it  is  God's  will. 

2.  We  seek  to  do  more  rather  than 
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less.     We  no  longer  ask,  "  How  much 
must  I  do  ?  "  but, "  How  much  can  I  do  ?  " 

3.  We  do  not  grow  weary.  Tired- 
ness is  more  often  of  the  mind  than  of 
the  body.  Worry  kills  more  than 
work,  and  a  heavy  spirit  is  the  great 
obstacle  in  the  way  of  success. 

4.  And  we  know  that  God  loves  us. 
He  cannot  love  a  slave  very  much ; 
but  He  must  love  a  friend  who  does 
His  will  because  it  is  a  pleasure. 

Difficulties 

1.  "  Sometimes  I  find  it  so  trying 
to  do  my  duty."  Well,  then  you  must 
pray  for  love  with  all  your  might. 
Somehow  you  must  get  away  from  the 
hardness  of  obedience,  or  else  there  can 
be  no  peace  or  blessedness  for  you. 
Think  what  God  has  done  for  you. 
Think  of  His  love  for  you.  Make  your 
will  your  companion,  not  your  slave. 
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2.  "  But  it  is  better,  is  it  not,  to  obey 
from  fear  than  not  to  obey  at  all  ?  " 
I  hesitate  to  answer.  It  seems  to  me  I 
would  almost  rather  have  my  boy  dis- 
obey me  than  have  him  obey  because 
he  was  afraid  of  me.  Obedience  is 
more  of  the  heart  than  of  the  body. 
However,  make  duty  your  law  if  you 
cannot  rise  any  higher  ;  but  do  not  be 
satisfied  till  duty  is  changed  to  priv- 
ilege. 

3.  "  Does  God  reward  obedience  ?  " 
Yes,  in  the  satisfaction  which  the  heart 
has  in  being  one  with  Him.  O,  that  is 
always  the  highest  reward.  It  is  not, 
«  What  shall  I  get?"  but,  "  What  will 
my  Father  say  ?  "  that  is  the  Chris- 
tian's inspiration. 


Dear  Lord,  help  me  to  obey  because 
I  love  Thee.     May  my  will  be  Thine, 
and  Thy  will  mine.     Give  me  that  joy 
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of  life  which  can  be  found  only  in 
friendship  with  Thee.  And  0,  cleanse 
me  from  all  sin,  that  no  weight  may 
hold  me  back  from  Thee,  for  I  long  to 
live  very  near  Thee.  For  Jesus'  sake. 
Amen. 


«  DOE  YE  NEXTE  THYNGE " 
From  an  old  English  parsonage 

Down  by  the  sea, 
There  came  in  the  twilight 

A  message  to  me ; 
Its  quaint  Saxon  legend, 

Deeply  engraven, 
Hath,  as  it  seems  to  me, 

Teaching  for  heaven ; 
And  through  the  hours 

The  quiet  words  ring, 
Like  a  low  inspiration : 

"  Doe  ye  nexte  thynge." 

Many  a  questioning, 

Many  a  fear, 
Many  a  doubt 

Hath  its  quieting  here ; 
Moment  by  moment, 

Let  down  from  heaven, 
Time,  opportunity, 

Guidance  are  given. 
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Fear  not  to-morrows, 
Child  of  the  King, 

Trust  them  with  Jesus: 
"  Doe  ye  nexte  thynge." 

Oh  !  He  would  have  thee 

Daily  more  free, 
Knowing  the  might 

Of  thy  royal  degree. 
Ever  in  waiting, 

Glad  for  His  call, 
Tranquil  in  chastening, 

Trusting  through  all. 
Comings  and  goings 

No  turmoil  need  bring; 
Has  all  the  future  : 

"  Doe  ye  nexte  thynge." 


Do  it  immediately, 

Do  it  with  prayer ; 
Do  it  reliantly  ; 

Casting  all  care  ; 
Do  it  with  reverence, 

Tracing  His  hand 
Who  hath  placed  it  before  thee, 

With  earnest  command. 
Stayed  on  Omnipotence, 

Safe  'neath  His  wing, 
Leave  all  resultings : 

"  Doe  ye  nexte  thynge." 
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Looking  to  Jesus, 

Ever  serener, 
Working  or  suffering, 

Be  thy  demeanor  ! 
In  the  shade  of  His  presence 

Line  out  thy  psalm. 
Strong  in  His  faithfulness, 

Praise  Him  and  sing  ; 
Then  as  He  beckons  thee, 

«  Doe  ye  nexte  thynge." 
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(Let  this  meditation  be  read  quietly  in  your 
room,  with  a  devout  consciousness  of  God's  pres- 
ence.) 

Pkayer 
O  Jesus,  I  am  alone  with  Thee. 
Help  me  to  see  Thee  only,  and  myself 
in  Thy  light.     For  Thine  own  dear 
sake.    Amen. 

l.— BDoratfon 
Alone  with  Jesus  !  No  one  else  sees 
me.  No  one  else  knows  I  am  here. 
Yet  I  am  not  afraid.  Jesus  is  my 
Friend.  He  knows  me  perfectly,  and 
loves  me  perfectly.  How  restful  to 
see  Him  and  to  trust  Him,  and  to  be 
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alone  with  Him !  Thou  art  so  great, 
O  Christ !  The  King  of  heaven  and 
earth  ;  and  yet  my  Friend.  Thou  art 
so  pure  and  holy,  and  I  hide  my  poor 
sinful  self  in  Thy  goodness.  Thou 
knowest  ever}' thing,  and  I  hide  my  ig- 
norance in  Thy  knowledge.  Thou  art 
so  loving,  and  I  hide  my  unloving  na- 
ture in  Thy  perfect  friendship.  It  is 
good  for  me  to  be  here. 

Examination 
Do  I  really  love  Jesus  ?  Have  I 
ever  told  Him  that  I  love  Him  ?  Let 
me  tell  Him  now.  Do  I  know  Him  as 
my  Friend  to  Whom  I  can  always  go  ? 
When  I  am  weak,  do  I  think  of  His 
strength  ?  When  I  am  sinful,  do  I 
think  of  His  purity  ?  When  I  am  in 
doubt,  do  I  think  of  His  wisdom  ? 
When  I  am  tired,  do  I  go  to  Him  for 
rest? 
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Prayer 

How  beautiful  Thou  art,  Lord  Jesus! 
I  see  Thy  face,  I  hear  Thy  voice,  I  feel 
Thy  touch.  Thou  art  very  near.  O 
keep  me  near  to  Thee,  for  that  is  my 
only  safety.  And  let  not  any  sin  or 
any  earthly  pleasure  ever  draw  me 
away  from  Thee. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee : 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

2.— IRepentance 
I  see  wounds  in  Thy  hands  and  feet 
and  side,  my  Saviour.  What  do  they 
mean  ?  Have  men  rejected  Thee  and 
crucified  Thee  ?  But  I  was  not  there. 
Ah,  Thou  dost  remind  me  of  that  sin 
of  mine,  that  selfishness  of  yesterday, 
that  passion   of    to-day.     Have  these 
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caused  Thy  sufferings  ?  Have  I  cruci- 
fied Thee  afresh  ?  Dost  Thou  love  me 
so  that  when  I  do  wrong  it  hurts 
Thee  ?  Then,  O  Lord  Jesus,  I  am 
ashamed,  for  I  am  a  sinner ! 


Examination 
"What  sins  of  thought,  word,  or  deed, 
have  I  committed  to-day?  What  is 
my  besetting  sin,  and  when  did  it  last 
conquer  me  ?  Have  I  asked  forgive- 
ness ?  Is  there  any  one  I  dislike  or 
hate  ?  Have  I  spoken  or  thought  any 
ungenerous  criticism  of  another  ? 
Have  I  been  jealous,  or  angry,  or  mo- 
rose ?  Am  I  a  blessing  or  a  terror  in 
my  home  ?  Do  I  bring  sunshine  or 
shadow  there  ?  Should  I  be  willing 
to  let  the  world  know  me  as  God 
knows  me  ? 

Prayer 
Ah,  my  Christ,  I  know  now  what 
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those  wounds  mean.  I  made  them,  I, 
who  so  long  to  love  Thee.  Thou  art 
wounded  in  the  house  of  Thy  friends. 
But  I  know  Thou  dost  not  condemn 
me,  for  these  wounds  are  a  sign  of 
Thy  redeeming  love.  So  I  place  my- 
self near  Thee,  and  ask  Thee,  with 
tears,  to  forgive  me.  O,  wash  me  in 
Thy  precious  blood,  and  take  my  sins 
away ! 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

3.— Consecration 
"What  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Saviour, 
my  Friend  ?  Words  are  not  enough. 
I  long  to  serve  Thee.  Wilt  Thou  let 
me  prove  my  love  by  my  life  ?  Work 
for  Christ — what  is  it  ?  It  means  that 
all  I  am  and  all  I  have  is  my  Lord's. 
It  means  that  my  time,  my  powers, 
whatever  gifts  I  may  have,  my  body, 
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my  affections,  my  hopes,  my  aspi- 
rations, are  all  centred  in  Him.  It 
means  that  I  will  do  not  as  little  as  I 
must,  but  as  much  as  I  can.  It  means 
joyful  work.  It  means  trustful  work. 
It  means  seeing  Him  in  all  whom  I  try 
to  help,  and  feeling  Him  working  in  me. 

Examination 
Am  I  ready  to  serve  my  Friend  ? 
Am  I  anxious  to  do  something  for 
Him  ?  What  have  I  done  in  the 
past  ?  What  did  I  do  for  Him  yester- 
day ?  How  did  I  do  it, — with  a  glad 
heart,  or  heavily  and  without  enthusi- 
asm ?  Do  I  know  that  God  is  work- 
ing with  me,  and  in  me,  and  through 
me  ?  Do  I  believe  that  what  I  do  is 
bound  to  succeed  because  of  God's 
help  ?  Do  I  think  of  all  my  whole 
being  as  Christ's  ?  Can  I  honestly 
say,  "  Whether  I  eat,  or  drink,  or 
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whatsoever  I  do,  I  do  all  in  the  name 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  "  ? 

Prayer 
Yes,  Lord.  Poor  and  weak  though 
I  am,  I  give  myself  to  Thee.  I  can  do 
little  for  Thee,  but  do  Thou  great 
things  through  me.  I  do  long  to 
prove  my  love  for  Thee  by  faithful 
service.  Open  my  eyes  that  I  may  see 
the  opportunities  of  life.  Open  my 
affections,  that  I  may  work  lovingly. 
And  never,  never  leave  me,  dear  Lord ; 
but  have  patience  with  me.  For 
Thine  own  dear  sake.     Amen. 

I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord, 

Over  mountain  or  plain  or  sea  ; 
I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear  Lord ; 

I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 

SATISFIED 
I  may  not  say 
Beneath  the  presence  of  life's  cares  to-day, 
I  joy  in  these ; 
But  I  can  say 
That  I  would  rather  walk  the  rugged  way 
If  Him  to  please. 
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I  cannot  feel 
That  all  is  well  when  darkening  clouds  conceal 

The  shining  sun ; 

But  then  I  know 
God  lives  and  loves — can  say,  since  it  is  so, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

I  do  not  see 
Why  God  should  e'er  permit  some  things  to  be 

When  He  is  love  ; 

But  I  can  see, 
Though  often  dimmed  through  clouds  of  mystery, 

His  hand  above. 

I  cannot  speak 
In  happy  tones — the  teardrops  on  my  cheek 

Show  I  am  sad  ; 

But  I  can  speak 
Of  grace  to  suffer  with  submission  meek 

Until  made  glad. 

I  do  not  look 
Upon  the  present,  nor  in  nature's  book, 

To  read  my  fate  ; 

But  I  do  look 
For  promised  blessings  in  God's  Holy  Book, 

And  I  can  wait. 

I  may  not  try 
To  keep  the  hot  tears  back,  but  hush  the  sigh  : 

"  It  might  have  been  ;  " 

And  try  to  still 
All  rising  murmurs,  and  to  God's  sweet  will 

Respond,  "  Amen  !  " 
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